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COLLECTION of SONGS, 


H E virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows ; 
'The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. 


From the welt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr carefles the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tice, 
For May is the Mother of Love, 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 


He flutters in bridal array; 
FE the larks and the linnets now fing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 


1 


| 


E tt. dt. And 


—— 


The ftock-Jove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bli15 in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 


That May is the Mother of Love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay 

Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May. | 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguith remove, 

Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


No on beds of fading flow'rs, | 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bowr's, | 
Will true pleaſure long reſide : 
On awful yirtue's hill tublime, 


2 fits the iminortal fair; 


Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
The ftcps are pcril, toil, and care: 
So, from tic firſt, did ſove ordainy 


Eternal blits for tranſient pain 


CE ASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take, 
In trmphs o'r the fair, 

Since clowas as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fare, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go ? 

In ev'rv ation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a for. 


APPY the man whoſe with and care, 
A few paternal acres bound ; 
Content to breath his native air 
In his own ground : 


Whoſe herds with milk, Mhoſe ficids wit 


bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield hun ſhade, 
In winter are. 
Bleſs'd, who can unconcern' dle find. 
Hours, dars, and vears, fl de ſoft away ; 


In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day. 


Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix d. fſ:cct recreation, 
And inuocence, winch moſt doth phaſe, 

With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknovn, 
Thus uniamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, aud not a ſtone 


Tell where I lie. 
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M Y days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little birds that fly, 
With carelcts enſe, from tree to tree, 
Were not as bleſe'd as I. e 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ftream 
Or aſk the gentle gales, if e'er 
l lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught ; 

The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fix'd upon my thought « 

An eager hope within my breaſt, 
Docs ev'ry doubt controul ; 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſ. d, 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ye nigkringales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
| Ye gentle echocs, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retrcats of love, 
Wirth all of nature, all of art, 
Affiſt the dear defign ! 
O! teach a young, unpractis'd heart, 
To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unlefs it be for her. 

'Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 

f Is mix'd with ſoft diftrets ; 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 

| But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 


| And {lights my well-meant love ; 
| Or looks with pleaſure on my pain ; 


| A paw the wont remove; 


; Farewely 
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Farewel, ye birds, ye loncty pines, 
Adieu to groans and ſighs; 

I'll leave my paſſion to the winds ; 
Love, unreturn'd, ſoon dies. 


W HE N vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ftreaks the purple ſky, 

I wake to love with jocund glee, 

To think on him who doats on me. 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 
And philomel laments her love; 

Each kgh I breathe my love reveals, 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 


With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey, 
The frolic birds in am'rous play ; ; 
While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 


Which flutters, leaps, and bears for joy. 
TEE L me, laſſes, have ve ſeen, 


Lately wand' ring o'er the green, 
Bcautuv's fon, a little boy, 


Full of frolic, mirth, and joy ? 
Full of frolic, &c. 


If you know his ſhelter, ſay, 
He's from Venus gone aſtray : 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the green ? 
Such a one, &c 


By his marks the god you'll know : 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts: 
Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o'er the mind. 


Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


Subtle as the light'ning's wound, 
Ts his piercing arrow found; 


| 
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While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains: * 
Reaſon's ſhield itſelf is broke, | 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke, 

Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


{ 
Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, 


Baſking in the ſunny eye; 

Or his deſtin'd prey he ſceks, 

On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 

Snowy breafts, or curl: ing hair, 

Ott conceal his pleaſing ſnare, 
Tell me, lafles, &c. 


She that the receſs reveals, 

Where the god himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kiſs receive this night, 

From him who is her heart's delight? 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 

She thall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 

| Tell me, lafles, &c. 


* E nvmphs and ve ſhepherds that join in 
this throng, 

Pray tarrv a w hile, and attend to my ſong : ©. 

The ſtory, tho” ſimple, is true that | tell; 

| hope it will pleaſe vou all wonderful well. 


I went, t'other dav toa v ake on the green, 

Andmert with a yy {air as beauty *s gay queen; 
L ak'd for a kits, but the damſel cry d no; 

An nruggled, and frown'd, and ſaid pray 


let me go. 


1 renger'y cry'd, Phillis, don't he a prude ; 

But M1 the return'd, I' {l cry out it your'e rude: 

The more that I prefs'd her, the more the 
cry'd no; 

And ftruggled, and frov-n'd, and ſaid, pray 

let me go. | 
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T found no intreaties would make her comply; 
Whenever I touch'd her, 'twas fye, Colin, fye; 
So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wite, 
And now I am welcome to kits her for life. 


Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you partwitha kiſs ; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 


For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man, 


H OW happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to 

be leſs ! 

On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 

Whichis better than ſervilely cringing at court. 

What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd docs go, 

The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a 
beau : 

A clown in his dreſs max be honeſter far, 

Than acourtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 

Than a courtier, &c, 


Tho his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit 


to be ſeen, 


The hands of his betters are not verv clean; 


A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 


Sold in handling will ftick to the fingers like 


meal, 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's 
ſacks 
In this a right noble example he brags, 


Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 
Who borrow, &c. | 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ſtate, 

whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill; 

And all 7 concern's to bring griſt to his 
mull. 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when 


he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does 
lie ; | 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing: 
If ſo happy a miller, than who'd be a king ? 
If ſo happy, &c. 


THOMAS AND SALLY, 


THOMAS, 
E fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


SALLY. 
Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the lye ; 
I own the paſſion in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


THOMAS. 
For this the ſailor, on the ma, 
Endures the cold and cutting blaft ; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


SALLY. 
For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes; 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ihe 22 
And claſps the faithful lad loves. 


DUET. 
Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'l! find 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


DEFEND 


And toons 


MF _& 


M$ 
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DEFEND my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
From am'rous looks and fmilcs ; 

And ſhicld me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's deſtructive wiles : 

In vain ler fighs and melting tcars, 
Emptoy their moving art; 

Nor may delufive oaths and pray'rs, 
E'er triumph o'cr my heart. 

My calm content and virtuous jovs, 
May envy ne'er moleſt ; 

Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt :_ 

Yet may there tuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, 

As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 

Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their fouls away: 

Far other dictates I purſuc, 
(My blifs in virtue plac'd) 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


& { HE ſoldier, tir'd of wars alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And fcorns the | Dui and ſhield : 
Bur if the brazen trumpets found, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


W HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 
In what ſecret grove or cave 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
, From the young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho” with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill the burns: 


* 


| 
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Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer; 

| Whereſoc'er the damicl turns. 

Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty 
(If diſcretion guide us not) | 

Sometimes are the ruſhan's booty; 
dometimes are the booby's lot : 

Now they're purchas'd by the trader; 
Now commanded by the peer; 

Now fome tubtle mean invader, 
Wins che heart, or gains the car; 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamma's miſtake; 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake: ; : 
Would vou keep your pearls from tramplers; 
Weigh tac licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your famplers, 
Wear it on your Knots and tans. 


£20 ME, Roſalind, oh, come and ſes; 
What pleaſures are in ftore for thee z 
The flowr's in all their fwects appear, 
The fields their gay eſt beauties wear z 
The felds their gayeſt beauties wear: 
The ;oyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their tongs of love; 
Now warblc out their fongs of love: 
For thee they fing, and rofes blooms, 
And Colin thee invites to come, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine: 
If love and Rofatind be near, 
'Tis May and pleafure all the year; 
Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 
B 3 Come 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain: 
Can't thou my love or ;ritts ditlain? 
Can'it thun my love or gifts Gitdain? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calis, then hatte away, 
For Colin calls, tlicu hate away. 


HHN ſnow deſcends, and robes the fields 
In winter's * Arras; 

Tou ch "a B. * tlic (un, 'C 1 tie fades, 
And v ceps the 't CONE, 

When tpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And thed a rich perfume, 

How toon t! fragrance breathes its laſt , 
How ſhort-liv'd is the bloom 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer roſe, 
Hangs wither'd ere 'tis noon ; 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn tlie pleaſure gone. 
With gilding fre the evening ſtar, 

Streaks toe nutumnal ſkies ; 
Shook from its ſcar, it darts away, 
And in an inftant dies. 


Such are the charms that fluſh the check, 
And ſparkle ia the eve; 

So from the lively nid form 
The tranſient graces fly. 

To this the 2 as they roll, 
Their attef{ation bring 

They warm the fair; nr Af ev'ry round, 
Confums the truth 1 ſing. . 


RGIVE, ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If aught too much I do; 
Permit me, while I ting my long, 
To give a Icflun toe. 
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Let modeſty, that heav'n- born maid, 
Your words and actions grace: 

Tis this, and only this, can add 
New luſtre to your face. 


'Tis this which paints the virgin chect.., 
Beyond the power of art; 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks 
The goodnefs or the keart. 

This index of the virtuous mind, 
Your lovers will adore : 

"Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
Wien bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave ; 

And learn, by diſtance, to maintain, 
The power your beauty gave : 

For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect: 

The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
Bur nc'er creates reſpect. 


With this, their filly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude ; 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 

Your charms, when cheap, will ever pall, 

Ther ſully with 2 

And tho” you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. 


Bur, patient, let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous youth, 

Whom hcav'n has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth: 

For him alone, reſerve her hand, 
And wait the happy day, 

When he with juſtice can command, 
And the with joy obey. 
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re, 


GO 


1 


O, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 

And there on quiv'ring pinions rite, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay. 
And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 

And if the praiſe thy matin ſong; 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her car, 

To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, , 

What are is notes, compar'd to thine. 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with tcorn, 
And lend an car to Damon's woe, 


Who fings her praiſe, and fings forlorn. 
O GREEDY Midas ! I've been told, 


That what you touch'd you turn'dto gold; 
O! had I but a pow'rlike thine, 


I'd turn whate'cr I touch'd to wine. 


Each purling ftream ſhould feel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions burn. 

Nor ſhould there any dare Capproach, - 
Unto my mantling tparkling wine, 

Bur firſt ſhould pay their votes to me, 
And ftile me only God of wine. 


dear Amarvllis voung Strephon had long, 
Declar'd his fix'd patlion, and dy'd for 


in ſong: a 

He went, one May morning, to meet in the 
grove, 

By her own dear appointment, this goddefs 
of love: | 


The diſtant hills with tpced he gains, 


Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran 
o'er, 

And duatcd on cach--Can a lover do more? 

He waited, and waitcd ; then changing his 
train, ' | 

"Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and dif- 
dan ! :-: 

The fun was commanded to hide his dull 
liglit, : 

And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd 
dounrioht: 

"Twas his haplet fortune to dic and adore, 

But nete T5 change--Can a lover do more ? 


Cicora, it happen'd, was by accident there; 

No rute-bud to tempting, no lilly to fair : 

He prefs'd her white hand---next her lips he 
ellay'd ; 

Nor would the deny him, fo civil the maid: 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reftore, 

And dear Amaryllis--was thought of no more. 


ARK, hark, the joy inſpiring horn, 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echocs through the dale ; 
With clam'rous pcals the Fills reſound, 
The hounds, quick ſcented, ſcow'rthe ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 
Nor gates, nor hedges, can impede, 
The briſk, high-mertled, ſtarting ſteed; 
The jovial pack purſue: 
Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 


And fees the game in view. 
Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
And tothe copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath ; 


When 


When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 

Her haunt's 4ctcr';d, her fate is near, 
She lee approaching death. 

Directed by the well known breeze, 

The 3 their trembling victim ſeize, 
She {a::ts, the falls, the dies: 


The diſtant couners now cone in, 


And join the loud triumphant din, 


Till echo rends the ſkies. 


N OW plcafre unbounded reſounds o'er 
Ag plaius, 

And briglitens the {miles of the damſels and 

fxains, 

As they fotlow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toils with a dance and a 
ſong. 

Poſſeſs d of the beauty that bleſſes the car, 

Bleak _” approach they behold without 
ear; 

And when tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes roar, 

Enjoy what they have, and nc'er languith for 
more. 

Dear Chlce, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 

And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt 
improve, 

For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love. 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

Whole frowns ſhall difarm ev'n Chloe s bri hr 
eye 

Let friendſhip take place then of youth's 
fiercer joy. 


WHEN I was a young one, what girl was 


like me ? 


1 


I tattled, I rambled, I laughed, and where er 
A tiddie was heard, - -to be ſure I was there. 


To ail thar came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
Twas, This, Sir--and That, Sir--bur ſcarce 
ever Nay ;, 

And, Sundays, drefs'd out in my filks and 
my lace, 


I warrant 1 ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


Ar twenty I got me a huſhand, poor man 

Well reſt im- -We all are as good as we can; 
vet ke was fo peevith, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
Aud icalous--tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He tnubb'd me, and huffl'd me--but let me 


alone ; 
Egad I've a tongue, and I paid him his own. 
1c irres take the hint, and when ſpouſe is 
untow'r'd, 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt 


word, 
But now I'm 
woc; _ 
I'm not what IT was forty ſummers ago: 
"This time's a fore fo; there's no thunning 
his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 
Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum - 
chance . 
I Gill love a tune, though unable to dance : 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I teach that to others L once did myſelf. 


quite alter'd, the more to my 


GICK of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural feat ; 
Adieu, the cry'd, vain world, adieu; 
Fools only ttudy to be great: 


So wantun, fo airy, and briſk as a bee ; 


if, 
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The bock, the lamp, the hermits cell. 
The moſs-zrown roof, the matted floor; 
All theſe ſhe had--"twas mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted fomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 

She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 

Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 

By turns her fickle fancy fill; 

The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r; 
Bur yet the wanted ſomething ſtill. 
Cities and groves by turns were trv'd ; 

Twas all, ve fair, an idie tale; 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 
Behold, at once the gloom was clcar'd ; 
Damon was kind ; ---and ftom that hour 
Each place a paradiſe appear”'d, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


OUNG Colin to our cottage came, 
And vow'd how much he lov'd ; 
T own I felt a ſecret flame, 
Yet not his ſuit approv'd. 
A thouſand tcnder tales he told, 
I ſeem'd to think untrue ; 
And made belicve my heart was cold. 
What cou'd a virgin do? 
And made belicve my heart was cold, 
What cou'd a virgin do ? 


The artleſs mind is ſoon impreſs'd 
With thoughts before unknown *: 
When Cupid wounds the female breaſt, 
He's ſure to keep his throne. 
In vain our fortitude we try, 
When love's refoly'd to tue; 


Tis hard thro' pity te deny. 
What can a virgin do? 


The maxin, marry while vour ven 
I thipk hall de my guide; » 
Tho” Colin's ſeems a farring tongue, 
Yet virtue is my pride. 
Shou'd Colin, when he woos again, 
Have Hymen's bands in view, 
then ſhall with the ſprightly ſwain, 
Know what I've got to do. 


THE fragrant lilly of the vale, 
So elegantly fair, 
Whoſe frycers perfume the fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare. 
What tho“ on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives it head ro hide, 
It: tweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 


That flaunts with fo much pride. 


The coftly tulip owes its hue 
To many a garudr ſtain; 
In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain. 
See how the curious florift's hand 
Uprcars its humble head; 
And, to preierve the charming flow'r, 
1 ranfpiants- it to his bed. 

There, while it ſheds its fivects around, 
How thines each madeſt grace; 
Enraptur'd, how its owner ftands, 

To view its lovely face. 
Bur pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The inf'rence of mv tale; 
Mav I the Qoriſt be, and thou 
My lilly of the vale. 


| 
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OVE ſounds th' alarm And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe feems te 
| And fear is a flying ; refuſe, 
When beauty's the prize, Yer, in ſpight of her airs, ſhe her lover pur- 
[| What mortal fears dying? ſues. | 
| In defence of my treaſure Au ith the ſports of the field, &c. 1 
I'll bleed at each vein; Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and 
Without her's no plcaſure, vw calth ; 
For life is a pain. All the bl-flings we aſk is the bleſſings of L 
health : | 
T HE fun from the eaſt tips the mountains | With hounds and with horns, thro' the wood - 1 
[| with gold, lands to roam ; 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops | And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at ? 
behold. home. 
How => lark's early matin proclaims the new | With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 1 
ay, can vie, 
And the horn's hearfyl ſummons rebukes | While jocund we follow, follow, follow, 
| our dela follow, follow, follow, follow, fol- 
With che ſports 55 the field there's no pleaſure | low, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


can vie, follow the hounds in full cry. 
While jocund we follow, follow, fo! lov, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, fol- | 
low, follow, follow, follow, follow, M Y cautious mother t'other day, 
follow the hounds in full cry. Cry'd Polly mind me, do; 


] 

7 

1 

Let the drudge of the town make riches his | 1 fu young Damon come this way, f 
ſort, And fear he came to vou; 

A 

V 


And the flave of the ſtate hunt the files of | Leu know he's gay and thought a rake, 
the court ; So never welcome make him. 
bl 


No care nor ambition our patience annov, | 3 me ſcolded for _ __ 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. with the deuce wou'd take him. 


Wick the ſports of the field, &c. Tis true ] met him in he pron e, <1 
ankind are all hunters in various degree; He gently grſp'd my nanc 
— prieſt hunts a living, the law yer a fee : ; Then ſigh'd, and talk d more things of love, 1 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place ; Than | cou” d underſtand. 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with And who'd have thought that we were ſeen--= = 
diſgrace. | But of ſuch tricks I'll break him; H 
With the — of the field, &c. If he wont tell me what they mean. Fi 


h » » > . h h R 
The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; The deuce ſure ought to take him 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; | 1 


[ " ] 


often feel my boſom glow, 
With warmth I never knew: 
If this be love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do? 
Indeed, for pipe, tor dance, and ſong, 
'Gainft ev'ry fwain I'll ſtake him, 
Bur if he tantalizes long, 
1 hope the deuce will take him. 


They ſay from wedlock ſprings delight 
Then let him ſpeak his mind; 
Je no vbjection to unite, 
With one fo fond and kind. 
My mother, tho' too apt to pry, 
To ditoblige I'm loth--- 
Howe'cr I'll wed ; then all her cry 
Will be, deuce take em both. 


DES” AIRING beſide a clear ſtreaim, 
A thepherd forfaken was laid, 
And, whiltt a falſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported his head : 

The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! fillv ſwain that I was, 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Tuere better by far I had dy'd : 
Sheralk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When ſhe fmil'd, *twas a pleature too great; 
I liften'd, and cry'd, when the ſung, 
Was nightingale ever fo fweet ! 


Ho fooliſh was I to believe, 


She could doat on fo lowly a clown | 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 


To forſake the ting folks of the town: 


| 


| 


To think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and to conftant would prove 

To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And hve in a cottage on love 


What tho” I have ſkill to complain? 
Tho” the muſes my temples have crown'd > 
What tho“ when they hear my foft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin thy hopes are in vain; 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
W hote munc is ſweeter than thine. 
And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who forrow to ſce me betray'd, 
| Whatever 1 tuffer, forbear, 
Fon Ucar to :.ccutc the falte maid : 
ſtrhio! the wide world I thould range, 
"Lis in vain from my fortune to fly, 
'T was her's to be falſe, and to change ; 
"Tis mins to be conſtant, and die. 
If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breait any pity is found, 


Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 


And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
| The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to hade me with cypreſs and yew, 
And v hen the looks down on my grave, 
| Let her own that her thepherd was true, 
| Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be nneſt at every fine ſhow, 


| And frolic it all the long day; 
| Whilc Colin, forgotton and gone, 


No more ſhall be heard of, or teen, 
Unletz when beneath the pale moon, 


His holt hall glide over the greets 
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TH AT Jenny's ey friend, my delight, 
and my pride, 

] always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: 

I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go: 

They ſay I'm in love, but I anfwer, No, no. 

They ſay I'm in love, but I auſwer, No, no. 


At ev'ning, oft-times, with what pleaſure I ſce 

A note from her hand, I'll be with you at 
«6 rea ! ”_ 

My heart how it bounds when I hear her be- 
low ! 

But ſay not 'tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 

Bur ſay, &c. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain ; 
Again, I cry, Jenny, fweer Jenny, again; 
I kiſs her fweer lips, as if there I could grow: 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 
But fay, &c. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee: 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 


My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think 
fo : 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, 


No, no. 
Who knows, &c. 


From N and wit, and good-humour, 
ow I, 

Should 1 adviſe, and compel me to 
v: 

Thy bounty, O fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 

And let me deſerve her, or ftill I'll ſay, No. 

And let me deſerve her, or ſtill III fay, No. 


RECITATIVE. 
Row gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like funny beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale's; 


More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 


þ Sue my tender heart woy'd break, 


— — 


How hard ſuch beanties to reſignꝰ 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 
How hard, &c. 

Air. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of each ftream, 
Dear conſcious tcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeck in vain. 

The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains, pleaſe no moreg. 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 

All nature does my lots deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithlets ſwain; 
Yet Damon till I feck in vain. 
All, all, &c. 


WI TH the man that I love, was I deftin's 
to dwell, 
On a mountain, a moor, in à cot, ina cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would 
be 

More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, to wedlock aſpire, 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 
I yicld them the blifs, where their wiſhes are 


plac'd, 
Inſenſfible creatures ! 'tis all they can taſte, To 
Y 9UNG Lam, and fore afraid : Wh 


Would you hurt a harmlets maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, kind vir, I pray. 
Men too often we beleive; 
And thou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin fhrit, and then forſake, 


LAVE'S 
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LCN E“ $ a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights, 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


What are titles, pomp, and riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy, which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation ; 
But a chaſte and conftant love, 
I; a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 
W E RE I as poor as wretch can be, 


As great as any monarch, he, 
Ere on ſuch terms 1'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I atk not wealth, ) 

Grant me but innocence and health; 

Ah! what is grandeur, link'd to vice ? 

Tis only virtue gives it price. 

83 IS a rwelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps 

they are twain, 

Since Thyrſis neglected the nymphs of the plain 

And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay mca- 
dows along, | 

To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. 

To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. 


What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to 
a flame; 
In my heart it was love, in the youth 'twas 
the fame: 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not 
to hide : 
But who ſhou'd love moſt was our conteſt 
| and pr ide, 
But. who, &c, . 


| C 


But Prudence ſoon wiſper'd us, Love not 
too well, 

For Envy has eyes, and a tongue that will 
tel! 4 

And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on 
its ſide, 

The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mother 

| muſt chide.” 

The grave, &c. 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of cach other no 
more, | 

Or to tarm with patience, a ſeaſon more kind; 

So I put the dear ſhepherd quite-out of my 
man, 

So I pur, &c. 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deat to all cenſure, and will be re- 
If we Ieh for cach other, ah ! quit not your 
Condern the god Cupid ; but bleſs the fond 
8 god Cupid ; but bleſs the fond 


pair. | 


* OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of 
the hill, | 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does 
fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with fo ample a ſhare, 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate 
air. 


One ev'ning, lai May, when I travers'd the 
grove, g 

In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of 

love, b 


' 


T chanc'd to efpv the vav nvmph, I declare; 
And rc: TI Cd 0 mlt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 

A chapict compoting, the fair one was laid: 

Surpriz'd and rranfported, I could not forbear, 

With ruptures to gaze. va her delicate air. 

That moment young Cuptd ſele“ted a dart, 

And Pierce d. without pity, mv innocent heart: 

And an tlence, huw to win the dear maid 

as My care, 

For 1 c xr & | tell ro her delicate air, 

Men fhe fan ſic bluth'd, 
pl::n'd I vas rode. 

And begg'd of ail thinss that I would not 

i ntrude: 
1 anſwer / 1 COU \} not teli how F came th. re ; 


But 124d ail rhe biame 


Be prize which 1 3 to 


me, and com- 


em her delicate air 


Said hier heart was 
Obtain, 
And hop'd the wou d grant it to caſe my fond 
pain. 
She neither rec Jed, nor gramed Muy pr Tr, 
Bur rd al! ny > vs with hcr delicate Mr. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit; 

But ſtill the ormeutor 2ﬀecrs to be mute: 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, ho have — 
the talr, 

How to vin the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


W HEN bluſhes 4y'd the cherk of morn, 
And dew-drop3 "ihen'd on the thorn: 

When {v-!larks tun 4 their carols fœcet, 

To hail the god of light and heat; 

Philander, From his down bed, 

Jo tarr Lias s chamber tpcd, 

Cryiug-- Awake, ſucet love of mine, 


5 
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Soft love, that balmy fleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a Kits ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had cios'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phœbus into Thetis' lap, 

And near forgot that his deſign, 
Was but to be her Valentine. 

She, ſtarting, crv'd---I am undone 
Phi! ander, charming youth, be gone ? 
For this time, to vour vows ſincere, 
Me virtue, not your love, appear: 
No tleep has clos' d theſe watchful eyes; 
( Forvive the ſimple fond difguiſe;) 
Lo gen'rous thoughts + our hcart incline, 
nd be my faithful Valentine, 


10 
| 


e brutal paſſion ſudden Acd, 

Fair honour govern'd in its tead, 

And both ayrccd, ere ſetting fun, 

To in two virtuous hearts in one: 

ih beautecus offspring ſoon did prove 
The [v. cet eficects of mutual love; 

| And, trom that hour to life's decline, 
he blets'd the day of Yalentine. 


WAS at the royal feaſt for Perſia won, 
By Pailtp's warlike fon ; 
Aloft, in awrul ftare, 
The 80 Alike hero fate, 
Ou his imperial throne ; 
His vaitant peers were plac'd around, 
Their brows with roſes and with myrtles 
bound ; - 
So thould defert in arms be crown'd.- 
The lovely Thais by his fide, 
Sate, like a blooming caſtern bride, 
In fiow'r oi youth and beauty's pride. 


I'm come to be thy Valentine! 


Alx 


' Mapp, happy, happy pair; 


Air. 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 
Thus T ftand, like a Turk, with my 
doxics around ; 


From all fides their glances his paſſion con- 


found ; 

Por black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy 
burns, 

And the different beauties ſubdue him by 
turns: 

Each cls forth her charms ro provoke his 
dehres : 


Though willing to all, with bur one he retires, 

But think of this maxim, and put off all for- 
o, 

The wretch of to- day may be happy to-mor- 
ra. 

But think of this maxim, &c. 


V OUNG Phillis one morning 2 maving 
** ould 80 

When ſaunt' ring among the fv ect meads to 
and fro, 

In vain did the cowflips her fair hand invite, 

Nor daiſies nor daffdils gave her delight: 

Her heart with the throbbings of pallion did 
Move: 

Each bird on the ſpray could have told her 
'twas love. 

At length the grev. weary, and fat bv a brock, 

Where Strephon, rhe mepherd, was baiting 
his hook : 

Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her com- 
plain; 


| The ſwain had ed manv a lafs to the grove, 
And he (wicked rogue ') thought that Phillis 
wou'd Jove. 


Howe'er, as her mind was by mnocence dreſs'd, 

Tuas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 
breaft : 

Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 

Which Strephon perceiv'd, and began to a— 
dore ; 

He knelt at her feet with a varland he ware, 

And Phitlts contented to make him her love, 


CORYDON axpd PHOEBE. 


CorRYDoON, 


| W EL L met, denreſt Phabbe, ah 
ſuch haſtc * 
The wocds and the mcadows all day have 1 


vw hy in 


trac'd, 

In fearch of my fair one; then nothing re- 
in! ains, 

But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt pains, 

PROEBE. 

Why how now, bold Corydon, what do you 
mem: 

Should damſel like me, juſt turn'd of nine- 
teen, 


Pe fern all alone with a man: I'm afraid, 
Ihe world would foon tlunk me no longer a 
maid. 
Corvnroy, 


Let em think as they pleaſe, "twill prove all 
a he, 

You are not alone, for chaſte Cynthia is by; 

She'll judge of our actions, then drive away 
care, 


No harm 15 intended to Phacbe, I ſwear. 


His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain; 


G2 PHOEBE 
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PHOEBE. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, you may fay what you 
will, 

K ncel, * ſwear, and flatter, and try all 
your {kill ; 

Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to know, 

III de firft a virgin, ſo pray let me go. 


Cox VDO. 
Why Pha be, fuch thoughts I nc'er had in 


m cad, 
1 meant be 106 <now if to-morrow vou fi \\ ed ; 


But ſince ou von't hear me 1 bid vou adieu, 
And find t iome other that's kinder than 
vou. 


PhoErE. | 


Return, ventle ſhopherd, a few moments ſtav, | 

I'll v-nture to victd, if vou mean as vou ; 

Let ro-morrow then come, at church you ihail 
0, 

That ine you think cruel, yet ſtill may be 
kind, 


BoTH. 


Oh Phcebus ! vouchſafe to accept of our boon, 

Make haſte to expel the pale glummering 
moon ; 

And when thy bright facc ſhall appear in the 
iky, 

With rapture we'll haſtenthe dear nuptial tye. 


TEkERFE 's grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry 
degree, 

From jewel-deck d great to low poverty; 

Whatever the ſtation, it tharpens the ſenſe, 

And the wheel goes round, to wind in the 


Pence. 


Maſter-grinders enough at the helm vou 
may find, 

Tho' I'm but a journeyman- Knives to 
grind. 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 
He turns fortune's wheel in purſuit of the 


pelf ; 

He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to 
obtain, 

And his country may ſtarve ſo he pockets the 
Cain. 


NIuſter-grinders, &c. 
The rich grind the poor, is a ſaving of old; 
The merchant the tradeſman, we need not be 
told : 
Whether. Pagan, Matometan, Chriſtian you 
be, 
There's grinders of all torts, of ev'ry degree. 
NIauer-grindeis, &c. 
The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ſtate- 
players; 
He is a |: auch grinder, to ſome 'tis well 
known, 


And they're mightily galb'd by the grit of his 


to Ne * 
Maſtcr-grinders, &c. 


I too am a grinder: what, what, Sirs, of 


that? 
am but in taſte ſince I copy the great: 
To be, Sirs, ingenuous, I'll tell you my 


mind, 
»Tis for what I can get, makes me willing 
to grind, 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you 
will nnd, 
Tho? I'm but a ourneyman---Kaives to 


WHEN 


grind, 


— 


DR A IS as 


byy 


U — , . 


WHEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 


I rov'd without conſtraiut, 
A ſtream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


The charms I boaſt, alas how few, 
I gave to nature's care; 

As vice ne'er {poil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair. 


H O' ſtill fo young, and ſcarce fifteen, 
Yer fweethearts I have plenty; 
And if more forward I had been, 
Ere this they had been twenty. 
Like buzzing flies or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover round me; 
I bruſh away thoſe humming things, 
They have no pow'r to wound me. 


I furely am not much to blame, 
To {port with one and t'other ; 
My lovers raiſe no redd' ning ſhame, 
"Tis playing with one's brother. 
IT like to hear what each can ſay K 
To ſee what thev'd be doing 
And when they think me mo their prey, 
I'm fartheſt off from ruin. 


What tho” in crowds I paſs the day, 
And all my joy is teazing ; 
To one alone I'd not be gay, 
Leaſt one thou'd be too pleaſing. 
They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take their idle ſtation ; 
They only catch my eye and ear, 
but raiſe no palpitation. 


Then welcome Harry, Tom and Phill, 
Your numbers wont alarm me ; 

For rruſt me, I'm in ſafety ill ; ; 
'Tis ouly one can harm me. 


17 ] 
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Then to this *:11, nymphs, be kind; 
Coquettini-'s but a {ent';n ; 


When older crown, to one ref dl, 
yield to love and reat2a., 


A DAWN of hee my toul revives, 
Aud baniſhes defpur ; 

If yer my deaicſt Pamon lives, 
Make tim, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy Nl:ades of night; 
Mr tender wr ot lemeve: 

Oh ! fend fung cheating ray of light, 
And gude me to my love, 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The peanve Cœlia mourn'd, 
Wii courtcous echo lent her aid, 

Ade tgh ror ſigh return'd. 


When, ſuodden, Damon's well known facs 
Each riſine tear diſarms;: 8 

He eager {prings to her embrace, 
She finks iuto his arms. 


BALM Y ſweetneſs ever flowing, 
rrom her dropping lip diftilis g 

Flowers on her checks arc blowing; 
And her voice with muse thrilis, 

Zephyrs o'cr the ſpices flying, 
Wafting ſweets from ev'rv tree. 

Sick'ning tenſe with cdovrs cioy ing, 
Breathe not halt to tweet as ls e. 
SEEK mv ſhepherd gon 
He left our cot tte other day: 

Tell me, ve gentle nvtujphs and ſwains, 

Paſo d the dear rebel thre: gh yeur plains ? 

Oh! whither, whithcr muſt 1 roam, 

To find and charm the wand'rer nome? 
C 3 Sports 


aſt rays 


Sror 25 he upen «1+ 6 16 ver recen 3 
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Or 31018 he an tf: mountain leone ? 


Lead: he his doch, long the mend ? 

Or dress he fees 35. ener bade: 

Oh tack a vrorcticd mien the way, 
To tint ler bre gone | | 

To taint, ve nid: me trat Main- 
A mare ett Warn enn 

A Joan is nen IT fant 

An uf en li talk, tt heaven to hear ! 
But on the Katte non un 


To 760 A, 15 0 DG undo. 

Hell & car nr ome ſha quench his ſtumc; 
To me the perjur'e fworethe tame ; 

Too 4 ndiv LV any to be M e. 

Who gave ms herr an vat prize; 

And hen le tun'd [1 1 ein \ VIC, 
Liften'd, and wi: 
Bur fred now, Le hans the Lit, 

He cul nted once his vreatc! t bia! 

MN f t I with Hercer palſtons TIT — 
And pant and die for his return. 
Oh ' whither, whither tall I rove, 
Again to fiad my ttraying love. 


Ul. done b. cho ee. 


A LL in the Downs the feet was moor'd, 
The fre act ; waving in the wing, 
When black -ev'd Sufan came on board, 
Oh Where hall I my true-love find! 
Tell me, ve wovial failors, tell me true, 
I; mv tv et Willium tails among your crew. 
Willi mn, who, hizh upon the vard, 
Rock't by the bllows to and Irv, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He nglt'd and caſt his eyes below ; 
The cord flies fwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'niagonthedeck hefiands, 


he feet lark. His h poi in air, 

Its clote his pintons to his brraſt, 

It chance his mate's thiill voice he hear, 
Aud drops at once into her neſt. 

The noblett captain in the Britith Feet, 

My ht envy VV ailum's lips tio Kiffe, l. cet 


O Suſan?! Sufan ! lovely dear; 

Mr vous fall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear ; 

We onlv part to meet again. 
Change as ve lift, ve Winds, niy heart ſhall be 
Tic tunhtul coinpals that til! points to thee, 
I'ecituve not what the landmen fav, 

Wotempt unh doubts thy conſtant mind ; 
Thev*'l tell thee ſailors, when away, 

In es r port a miſtrets find: 
Yes, ves, believe them when they tell the ſu, 
For thou art preſent whereloc'es I go. 
It to fir India's coaſt we fail, 

1 hine eves ate ſcen in di'monds bright; 
Tits breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 

Iky ſkin 1s ivory fo w hite : 
Thus ev'ry beautcous object that I view, 
Wakes in my toul tome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

'Tho' cannons roar, ver ſafe from harms, 

William mall to his dear return: 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me flv, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Sutan's eye 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms tpread ; 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; 

They kifs'd, the fold, he hung his head : 
Her lets'ning boat unwilling rows to land ; 
Adicu ! the cry'd, and way'd her lilly hand. 

DAMON 


ue. 


DANMON xD FIL. OREI LA. 
Davos. 
C AST, mv love, thine cves around, 


Sce the ſportive lambbins p. ay, 
Narure gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May : 
Like the fparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


FLORELLA. 


Damon, thou Faſt found me long, 
Liſt'ning to the foorhing tale; 

And thy ſoft, pertuaſive tony, 
Otten held mc in the dale: 

Take, O Damon, while I live, 
All that virtue ought to give, 

Damovs,. 

Not the verdure of the grove ; 
Nor the garden's faireſt flow 'r; 

Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour; 

Can delight thy Damon's exc, 

If Florella is not by. 


| FLORELLA. 
Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd ; 
Kor the feather'd ſongffers all, 
Nor the flure's melodious to: nd, 
Can delight Fbrella's car, 
If her Damon is not near, 


BoTH. 
Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the cheartul ſcaſon gay 
Banith care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 
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R SOLV'D, as her poet, of Celia ro ſing 
For emblems ot beauty I fcarch'd thro? 

thic (pring ; ; 
To towers toft blooming compar'd the ſweet 


maid ; 

But flowers, tho blooming, at ev'ning may 
fade. 

Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to 
write, 


Of breezes fo calm, and of ſunſhine fo bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reiemblance will 
hold, 

Fur the tun fets at night, and the breezes 
erow cold. 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale 
Þlue, 

While the fun-beams bekind them peep'd 
glittering through, 

Tho” to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

Vet methought they look'd ſomething like 
Celia's feet eves. 

Theſe beuuties are tranhent ; bur Celia's will 
lait, 

When Ipring, and when ſummer, and au- 
tumn are paſt; 

For ſenſe and good humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 


And the foul of my Celia enlivens her charms. 


Ar length on a fruit- tree a bloſſom I found, 
WW hich beauty difplay'd, and ſhied fragrance 
around : 


| then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on my 


pray*r : 

This bloflom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 

Thee colours ſo gay, pd united fo well, 

11 his delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 

Be her per{ n's dear emblem: but Where mall 
I find, 

In nature, a beauty that equals her mind? 


This bluſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay 


call, 

Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards 
fall ; 

But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, hall 
rite, 


By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 

S0 Celia, when youth, that gay bloflom, is 
o'er, 

By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the 
more; 

Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her 
prime, 

Whenher merit is ripei.'d by lc vc and by time. 


B EH OIL. D, from manv a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the Cangers of the main, 
Where billows n.ount, and teinpeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's rcturn'd again: 
Returns, and with him brings a heart, 

That nel er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native foi!“ 
With conqueſts to return at laſt, 

And deck our tweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty {ſhould pretend, 

But ſuch as dare its right. defend. 


H OW hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my ſtat», 
When honour and virtue excitr ; 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 
The object in whom I dcliglu. 


Yet amidſt all the woes 
My ſoul undergoes, 
Thro' virtua's too rigid decrer ; 


10 


| 


I'!l ſcorn to compiaing 
It the torce of m/ pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


$4, ME. come, my good ſhepherds, our 

flocks we muſt ſhear ; 

In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 

The happictt of folks are the guileiets and 
| trec; 

And who are fo guileleſs, ſo happy as we ? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taugiu; 

We practice no arts with hypocriſy fravgnt x 

What we think in our hearts you may rad in 
Our eves, 

For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſ- 
guiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But wie all che children of nature are bred ; 
Be her hands alone we are painted and drets'4, 
For the rotes will bloom when there's peace 
in the breaſt, 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head; 
Content and fweer chearfulneſs open our door; 


We ſmile with the imple, and feed with the 
poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we re- 
veal; 

Like the gochs that we feed are the paſſions 
Ve rec! 

So harmleſs aA fimple we ſport and we play, 

And lcavs to nne folk to deceive and betray. 
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T OO long a giddy wand'ring vouth, 
From fair to fair I rov'd; 
Toev'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 
Tho' all alike I lov'd: 
Yet, when the joy I with'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeft : | 
But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is beſt. 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other fools, at female wilcs 
'T was my delight To rail; 
Their ſighs, their vows, their te are, their 
ſmiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and fr:1l ; 
But by reſlection's brivhit ning power, 
I fee their worth confeted, 
That man cannot enough adore, 
That conſtancy is ben. 
That, Ke. 


7 he roving heart at beautv's ſighit, 
May glow with fond de hre: 

Yer, cho poſlettion vield deli ht, 
lt damps the I-wicts rec : 

But love's celeſtial faithful Bames, 
Lein catch from breaſt to bre, 

Vie ev'ry home-tfelr joy proclaims 


That conſtancy is beſt. 
That, &c. 


No folid bliſs from change reſults, 
No real raptures flow ; 

But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taites of hcav'n below. 

With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is truth's fair form impreſs'd; 

And reaſon dictates to mankind 
That conſtancy is beſt. 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


| 


H OW ſhall the raptur'd dens, ye fair, 
Declare rhe bliſs it feels 2 

The balm to foften ev'ry care, 
Which mutual love reveals? 


When prudence joins the gentle tie, 


In vain will forrows prove; 
Aud ev'ry ſpark of grief will | fly 
Before the breath of love. 
Before the breath of love. 


The rake, with fancied wit, may rail 
At jovs he cannot tafte ; 

But mutual love can never fail; 
With life its bliſs doth laſt: 

Then eer the hours of fondneſs cloſe, 
Your gen'rous partner find, 

And feck (though worldly views oppoſe} 

The union of the mind. 


M Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whole murmur invites one to ſleep; 
Myr grottocs arc Hiaded wirh trees, 
And mv hills are v hite over with ſheep : 

I {dom have met with a loſs, 

Sch health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My tountiins are border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

Where the harc-bel!s and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift 2 fair; 


I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 

She'll fay 'twas a barbarous deed ; 
For he ne'cr could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 

Such tenderneſs, &c, 


Bus 


= 


Bur where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowr's ? 
Are the groves and the vallevs as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The fwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


QAVE women and wine, there is nothing 
in life, 
That bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When the heart is perplex d, and ſurrounded 
with care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 


Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women 
and wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe emplov them ; 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divi ine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and found, my 
dear Jack, 
To heighten our am'rous fires; 
Our girls young and ſound, and ſhall kiſs 
with a ſmack, 
And gratify all our deſircs. 


JOCKEY axp JENNY. 
JENNY. 
TERN winter has left us, the trees are 
in bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows perfume, 
While kids are diſporting, and birds fill the 
ſpray, 
JI wait for my Jockey to hail the new lay. 
I wait tor my Jockey tc to hail the new May. 


———ů 
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Jockey. 

Among the young lilies, my Jenny, 
ſtrav 'd; 

Pinks, 3 and woodbines, I bring to 
my mad ; 

Here's thyme tweetly ſmelling, and lavender 
RY 

A poſv to form for my queen of the May ; 

A poſy to form, &c. 


JENNY. 


Ah! jockey, I fear you intend to beguile : 
When ſeated with Molly laft night on a ſtile, 
You fwore that you'd love her for ever and av, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the May. 
Forgetting poor Jenny, &c. 


I're 


Young Willy is handtume, in ſhepherds green 
drets' d; 


| He gave you thoſe ribbands that hang at vour 


breatt, 
Beſides thi ec — kiſles upon the new hav : 
Was that done like Jenny, my quccu of the 
May * 
Was that done like Jennv, &c. 


IEN RN. 
This garland of roſes no longer I prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted, his patſion denies 9 


Le flowers to blooming, this inſtant decav, 


For Jenn+'s no longer the queen of the May. 
For Jenny“ no longer, &c. 


JockeEyY. 


Believe me dear maiden vour lover you wrong 

Your name is for ever the theme of my os : 

From the dews of pale eve to the dawning of 
day, 

I fing but of Jenny, my queen of the Mav. 

ung but of Jenny, &c. JENNY 


A 
* 
1 
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Cr 


Jevvy. 


Again balmy comfort with tranſport I view ; 

My fears are all vaniſh'd, fince Jockey is 
true : 

Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news I'll 
convey, 

That Jenny alone you've crown'd queen of 
the May. 

Thar Jenny, &c. 


Jockkv. 


Of ev'ry degree, ye young lovers, draw near; 

Avoid all lutpicion, whatc'er mi) appar : 

Believe not your ches, it your peace they'd 
betray : 

Then come, my dcar Jenny, 
new Mar. 

Ten come, my dear, &c. 

Bor H. 

Of ev'ry degree, ve young lovers, draw near; 

Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appcar: 

Believe not your cycs, it your peacs they 'd 
betray : 

Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the 
new May. 

Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the 
new May. 


HE bird that hears her neſtlings cr, 
And flies abroad for food, 

Returns impatient through the ky . 

To nurſe the callow brogd : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a thouſand hanmns, 
And fickens for the darling boy, 

While abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs, with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fares ; | 


and hail rhe 


El 


Now forc'd to leave mv fair behind, 
The queen of my defires. 
The POW ers of veric too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain, 
To thew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 
The faint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and joys divine, 
The ſunt is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine. 
L take what liberty I dare, 
"I were impious to fay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
Thc guddels 1 adore. 


| W HAT fainch, reigns over the plain ! 
How dtovop the ſweet flow'rets around! 
How pentive cach nymph and each ſwain ! 
How nlent each muſical ſound ! 
No more the ſoft lute in the bowr's, 
Begmics the cool cy'nings away; 
Sad uglis mcature out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 
Oh! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeen ; 
Tu as he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green: 
At thcaring, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were wel 
Bur now ſev'ry teaſt in the year, 
I; joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 
An ' why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoftile alarms ? 
No juitice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible arms. 


Let thoſe who are cruel and rough. | 
Be heedlets of life, and of limb; 

The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the adventurer gocs, 
On land or the daugerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh ! give him to Celia again; 
My true love in fatety reſtore ; 
PII ceaſe on his breaſt to complain ; 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more, 


SANS Plato, Whr ſhould man be van? 
Since bounteous hay 'n has made him great; 

Why looketh he with intoleat ditdain, 

On tliofe undeck'd with wealth or fate ? 
Can ſplendid robes, or beds of dow n, 

Or coſtly gems that deck the fair, 
Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health or eat the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter d king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty, die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction, lic! 

Go ſcarch the tombs where monarelis reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles bore ; 

The wcalth and glory they poffefs'd, 
And all their hunours, arc nv more, 

So glides the meteor through the ikv, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 

But, when its ſhort-liv'd beaunics die, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 

So ' tis with us, my jovial fouls :---- 
Let friendſhip reign while here we tay : 

Let's crown our joys with flowing bow las- 


When Jove us calls we muſt away. | 


—— —— — — —— ——ů — — ——_— 
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YE fair married dames, who ſo often de- 
lore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
No mote, no more, is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught. 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has 
caught. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your favy'rite 
guittar; 
Though there's muſic in both, they are both 
apt to jar; f 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch! 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too 
much, 


The linnet and ſparrow will feed from your 
hand, 

Grow fond Ly your kindneſs, and come at 

| command; 

Exert with vour huſhand the ſame happy ſkill; 

For hearts, hike your birds, may be tam'd to 
your will. | 

Be gay and good-humoured, complying and 
kind : : 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your wind; 

"Tis there that the wife may her conqueſt im- 
prove, 


And Hymen will rivit the fetters of love. 
WINE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 


of mirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has 
birth: IS 


What mortal's ſo happy as we who comhin 


| And fix our delight in the juice of the vine 


No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 


Thea glaſs after glats, my boys, let us parſue: 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the 
crown, | 

And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly fall 
down ; i 

At acts of repeal we diſdain to repine, | 

Nor grude any tax but the tax on our wine. 

To Cæſar, to Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Ther glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us pur- 
ſuc. 


His worſhip, fo grave, here may revel and” 
roar ; 

The lawyer ſpeak truth who nc'er ſpoke fo 
before : 

The parſon here ftrip off his prieſthood's diſ- 
guiſe, 

And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and 
grow wiſe ; 

The huſband may learn here to combat the 
ſhr ZB; 

So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


A DIE U ye groves, adieu ve plains, 
All nature mourning lies; 

See gloomy clouds, and thickening rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies : 

Sce from afar th* impending ſtorm 
With ſullen hafte appear; 

See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd light ; 

No more the gay cnamell'd ground, 
Or ſylvgn ſcenes delight: 

Thus ZEPHALINDA, much loy'd maid, 
Thy carly charms thall fail; 

The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail. 


. 


Again the lark, fweet bird of May, 
May riſe on active wing; 
Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving ſpring: 
But youth, my fair, fees no return; 
The pleaſing bubble's o'er ; 
In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 
Haſte then, dear girl, that time improve, 
Which art can ne'er regain, 
In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguith'd fwain : 
So ihall life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Pats ſmiling and ſerene; 
Tho' Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 
You ſay, at your fect that I wept ia 
deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair: 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I 


ſpoke ? 
What Know we of angels ?--I meant it in 
joke. 


I next ſtand indifted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my pathon re- 
move: 

I have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar- 
year; 

And not yer contented !--Have conſcience, 
my dear. 


T HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my 
laſs, . 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glaſs; 
But to yu men of reaſon my reaſon's I'll own ; 
And if you don't like them, why--let them 


| aloac, | 
Altho' 


— 


Altho' I have left her, the truth L'Il declare: 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm fure the was 
fair : 

But goodneſs and cherms in a bumper I fee, 

That make tas good and as charming as ſhe, 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I mu? own : 
But tho” the could ſmile, yet in truth the 
could frown : 


But eel] me, ve lovers of liquor divine, 


Did vou c'er {ce a frov.n in a bumper of wine? 
Her littes and rofes were juſt in . prime; 
Yet lilics and rofes arc conquer'd by time : 
Bur in wine, from its ave ſuch a benefit lows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grow 


They' tell me, my love would in time bake 
been cloy'd, 

And that beaury's in id when once tis en 
jo) d: 

Bur in ine I both time and en aꝝwent defy 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am 1. 


Let murders, and battles, and l:iftory prove, 

The miſchicfs that wait upon rival; in lose: 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival con- 
tends; : 

For the more we love liquor, the more we 
are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'dthe ny of my life, 
Wich nurſcs, and babics, aud tqualling, and 


ſtrife : 

But my wine neither nurſes nor babies. can 
bring; 

And a big- belly d bortle's a mighty good 
thing. 


Ve ſhorten our days when with love we en- 
Eaves 


It brings on Eiiiaſes, and haſtens old age: 
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But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, 

And kcep out t'other leg, when there's one 
in the grave. 

Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 

She has left me, to get an citate, or a lord: 

But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf,) 

Will tand by me when I can't ſtand by my- 
ſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 

She's rid ot her l--ver, and I of my pain: 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comfurts I 
{py : 

Should vou doubt what I fay, take a bumper 


and try. 
WW {1 E N Phecbus the tops of the hills does 
ad: Ins 
How ſwect is the found of the echoing horn! 
Whenthcantliag ſtag is rouz'd with theſound, 
ErcSting his cars, nimbly fweeps o''er the 
Troun d, 

An thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
Dur full we purſue, and now come in vigw of 
Jus Zam. 


4 


the glar: 


O fro hwv ac! Y "he rears up his head, 

And winc.d v fen irs ne redoubles his ſpeed: 

Bit, oh! tie f in vain that he flies, 

That his eves of the huntſman, his cars 
loſe the crics : * 

For now his ftrength fails him, he heavilv-flics, 

And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds 
ſacrounded he dies. 


T HIS cc'd fiinty heart it is you who have 
warm'd; 

You waken'd my paſhons, my ſenſes have 
charm'd ; 


You 


is cars 


veflies, 
wounds 


10 have 
5 have 
You 
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You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes hay 
charm'd ; 

In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove ; 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 
love ? 

Sweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 
love ? 


The froſt nips the buds, and the roſe cannot 
blow; 

From th vourh that is froſt-nip'd no rapture 
can oe: 

Ely ſium to him but a defert will prove: 

What's life without pathon, feet patfion of 
love ? 

Swert pafſion, &c. 


The ſpriung hould be warm, the young ſcaſon 
be g uv, 

Her birds and her flow'rets make blitheſome 

frvect Mar . 

Love bluſſes the cottage, and ſings through 
ti grove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 
loge. 

Sweet pailion, &c. 


T OTHER day as I ſat in the ſycamore 
ſhade, 

Young Damon came whiffling along, 

I] trem' bled--1 bluih'd--a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 

Silly heart, I crv'd fie! What a flutter is here 
Young Damon deſigns vou no ill; 

The ſhepherd's fo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at mv 
feet, 
One kits he demanded----No more! 


3 


But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo 
cet, 
could not begrudge him a ſcore. 
Mu lambkins I've kifs'd and no change ever 
found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill : 
But Damon's dear 4ips made my heart gallop 
round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


When the fun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore 
thade, 
For thelter, I'm ſure to repair; 
And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear thepherd be there. 
At ev*'rv fond kits that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 
There's ſomething ſo ſu cet in the buſtle it 
makes, 


L' dic ere 1 bid it lic ſtill. 


AIR lebe J left with a cautious deſign, 
To 'fcape from her charms, and to drown 
em in wine; 
I trv'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine. in my head, and ſtill love in my 
heart. 
repair'd ro my reaſon; intreated her aid, 
W he paus 'd on mv caſe, and each circume 
ſtance weigh d; 


Then gravely pronounc d, in return to my 
prayer, 


That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 
That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no nerd to be 


taugiit; 
I came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
Ifthat'sall, quoth reaſon, return as vou came 
To nnd fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
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What hopes then, alas I of relief from my pain, 

While, like light'ning, ſhe darts thro' each 
throbbing vein !? 7 

My ſenſes ſupriz'd, in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


"I HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen a- 
broad ; 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaiure we find in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hit;s, and o'er valleys 5, he flies: 
Then tollow--we'll ſoon overtake him--huzza! 
Tuc traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay ; 

How fweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day 

With ſport, love, and wine, lickle fortunc 

defy ; 

Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtre the way over with flow'rs. 


CPI D, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part ; 
Seize, oh ſeize ſome kind occaſion, 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Tuſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would al; 
Tvrants of more cruel kind, 
Thad who would antiore the mind. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


What is grandeur ? fac to reſt ; 
Childiſh mummery at bcft. 

Happy I in — 6 ſtate ! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 
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II love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment ? 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my con- 
tent 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I 
complain ? 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know 'tis in 
vain ? 
Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles 
my heart, 
I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing 
| down, 
And by pallionate ſilence I make my love 
known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſs'd when fo kind ſhe 
docs prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love ! 


When, in firing to hide, ſhe reveals all her 


flame, 
And our eves teil each other what neither 
dare name 


How pleaſing is beauty | how ſweet are the 


charms ! 

How delightful embraces ! how peaceful her 
arms ! 

Sure there's nothing fo eaſy as learning to 
love ; 

'Tis taught us on carth, and by all things 
above : 

And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes 
mutt yietd ; 

For 'tis beauty that conquers and keeps the 
fair field. 


C OME rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hun - 
ters all cry, 


| We've got a good ſcent and a fav ring ky; 


he 


Wit 


The horn's ſpriglitiy notes, and the lark's 
cal ly long, 

Will chide the dull ſportſmen for fleeping fo 
long. 

Bright Phoebus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of 
his face, 

Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the 
chace ; 


He ſoon will he up, for his daven wears av ay, 
And makes the tieids bluſh * ith tlic bean: s 
of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lic 
down ; 
Andif youref aſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : 
Bur tel! 9 that love muſt to hunting give 
ace; 
For, as well as her charms, there are charms 
in the chace. 


Look vonder, lock yonder, old Reynard 1 


PY 
At his bruſh nimbly follows triſk Chanter and 
Fiy : 
They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye-talls 
thev roll : 


We're in at the dcath---now let's home to 
bowl. 


There we'll till up our glaſſes, and toaſt to 
the king : 

From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring : 

To George, peace and glory, may Heaven 
ditpente, 

And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years 


he nce. 


JE a plain pleaſant cotrage, conveniently 
neat, 

With a mill and ſome meadows--(a freehold 

eltate ) 


| 


A vol! meaning miller by labour ſupplies, 

1 hole bleflings wa nai to Htaud CANES de- 
nics. 

No paſſions to plague kim, no cares to tur- 
ment; 

His conſtant companions are health and con- 
tent: 


Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if 
they will, 

For he's honeK---tho' daub'd with the duſt 
of his mill. 

Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottaze as jocund as May, 

He chearfully whiſtles, regard! els of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought ar the fair: 

While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of 
ſkate, 

Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his bot:m docs fall, 

Contented he works if there's griit fox his mill. 


On ſunday, bedeck'd in his 8 ſpun array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant, or to 
pray; 

Sits down to a dinner of plain Englith food; 

Aud, tho” fimple the pudding, his appetite's 

| good : | 

Ar night, when the pricſt and exciſeman are 
Zone, 

IIC quatl at the alchouſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and die ams of no 
il; 

No monarch's more bleſs'd than the man 

of the mill ö 


Nr nymph, aſſwage my anguiſh ; 
Ar youl :vt a tender tam 
. s you will not let him languiſhi; 


One kind look would eaſc his pain, 


} 
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Oh t eitet on he ennmell'd green, 

My De a, los mud. vere leen, 

Freter the, the roc bloom, 

Swecter then the nicads perfume. 

Go, ge le les and bear my ſighs away, 
To Deila's car the tender notes convey : 

As ſome lone turtle his loft love deplores, 
And with ſiv i} echoes fills the founding ſhores, 
So I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, 
With ecaſclefs plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along: 
The birds (h.J! ceafe to tune their ev ning ſong, 
The w:nds to blow, the waving woodsto move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, crc I ceaſe to love: 
Not bubbling fountains ro the thirfty fwain, 
Nor balmy ſlecp to lab'rers ſpent with ard 
Nor ſhow 'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the Lee 
Are half to plcating as thy tight to me. 


TY xp pprſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks 
that had ſtrav'd, 
One morning I rang'd over the plain; 
But, alas! after all my reſearches were made, 
I perceix'd that my labour was vain, 
At e growing hopeleſs my lambs to re- 
ore, 


I reſoly'd to return back again; 


— 
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It was uſeleſs, I thought, to feek after them 
more., 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 
On this my return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 
And to love her | could not refrain; 
To fuiicit a ls, T avproach'd her with awe, 
Put ſhe told * me my labour was vain, 


But, Phache, 1 cricd, ro my ſuit lend an car, 
And let me no longer complain : 
She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſe- 
ere, 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain. 
Then I cagerly cleſp'd her quite cloſe to my 
breaſt, ; 
And kif.'d her, and kifs*'d her again: : 
O Colin, the cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
Thar vour labour ſhall ſtill be in vain. 


At length, by ent rcatics, by kites ana vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain 

She noh has conſented to make , ipouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain. 


M Y remples with cluſters of grapes I'll en- 
twine, 

And barter all joy for a goblet of wine 

in ſcarch of a Venus no longer III run, 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquith the fair ? 
Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to defpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be tound in a 


glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite 
lats ? 
Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture im- 
art, 
And lend a new foring to the pulſe of the heart: 


The 


hem 


We, 


Car, 


E 


The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 

Grows convert to love, and refigns her his key. 

Art the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her 
head, 

And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her 
ſhed ; 

While Ave, in an cxtacy, hobbling along, 

Bcars time with his crutch to the tune of her 
fon: Yo 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 

The largett and deepeſt that ſtands on the 
board ; 

T'il fill up a brimmer and drink to the fair ; 

Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who 
dare. 


OM the happy knot is tr? , 

Betiev is my charming bride ! 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul; 
Revel all without controul; 
Who fo fair as lovely Bet? 
Who fo bleſt as Colinct ? 
Who to, &c. 
Now adicu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting jovs, 
Litping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls, as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys, as ſwęet as Colinet. 


Though ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my pleatcous barn adorn ; 

Though I've deck'd my my [tle bowr's, 
With the faireſt, ſwecteſt flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, fweeter yet, 


Are the charms of lovely Bet! 
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Though on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
Though fix ſweethearts aily ſtrove, 
To deterve thy Betty's love; 

Them I quit without regret ; 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtie lay; 
Crown with ſports our bridal day: 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 

Like mv Betiy, fair and kind ; 
And cach lats a huthand get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul ; 
May the ſun nc'ecr riſe or ſer, 


But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Colinet. 


O NCE the gods of the Greeks at ambroſial 
feait, 
Large bowls of rich neftar were „ quaſhng ; ; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt ; 
Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes ditapprove ; 
He tang, repartecd, and ſome {mart ſtories 
told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 
„Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe 
bore, 
Grows gricvouſly tir'd of late; 


He ſays that mankind are muck worſe than 
than before, 


So he beys to be cas'd of their weight.“ 


Jove, knowing the earth: on poor Atlas was 
hurl'd, 


From his ſhoulders commanded the ball ; 
Gave 


| 
| 
| 
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Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of 
the world, 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 
globe round, 
To ſee what cach climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an aunoſphere 
bound, 
And the variouſly planted the carth. 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, the India cndow's ; 
France and Spain the taught vineyards to 
rear ; 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe be- 
ſtow'd, 
And Freedom the found flourith'd here. 


Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this ifle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root: 
The bloſſoms of liberty gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed oa the fruit. 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo 
rare, 
O preſerve it as free as twas giv'n ! 
We will while we've breath,---nay, we'll 
graſp it in death, 
Then return it untainted to Heav'n, 


DEARE ST Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 

When we thus ſhall m<ct again? 

When ſhall Strephoa fondly lee, 

Beauties only found in thee ? 

Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 

All the happy live long day ? 

Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell mc where ? 


All the happy day, tis true, 
Bleſs' d, but only when with you; 


Nightly Strephon ſings alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one; 
Tell me then, and calc my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful {wain, 
Wen tlic prieſt hall Kindiy juin 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine ? 
Deareſt Kitty ! Kind and fair, 


Tell me when I care not where. 


BY my fizhs you may diſcover, 
V 


V Hat oft wiſhes touch my heart 4 
Eres can ſpeak, and tell the lover 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 
Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, 
Thoughts your bzeaſt may ditapprove ; 
Bur 'ris hard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love. 


F o' er the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conqueſt 1 believ'd; 
The Pfatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me bc deceiv'd. 
Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did frſt create; 


| What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And mutt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitors part. 


M Y former time, how briſk and gay ! 
So blithe was I as blithe could be; 
Bat now I'm fad, ah! well-a-day; 
For my true love is gone to fea. 
The lads purtue, 1 ſtrive to ſhun ; 
Thcw vheeviing arts are loſt on me; 


For 


For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


LE T not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh forrow's on th' oppre!>'d. 
Let not rage, thy boſom bring, 
Pity's ſofter him remove: 


Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
For'd by duty, rack'd by Ls 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs' 1, 
Ne'er my wretched ftate can mend; 
I, alas ! ar once have loft 
Father, brother, lover, friend. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, rack” d by love. 


F OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan! 
As thus---a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 
Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap; 
A flirt expreiles ſtrong diſdain, 
_ Conſent a gentle tap. 


SW 
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Her very eyes can cheat ; when moſt ſhe's 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


'Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 

Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's . 
the flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


W IT H Delia ever could I ſtay; 
Admire, adore her all the ſtay ; 

In the fame field our flocks we'll feed, 

To the ſame ſpring our heifers lead. 

What joy where peace and love combine, 

To make our days unclouded ſhine ! 


Teach me, ye muſes, ev'ry art, 
More deeply to engage her heart; 
[ firive not to reſiſt my flame; 

I glory in a captive's name; 

Nor would I, if I could, be free, 
But boaſt my loſs of liberty. 


7 IS woman that ſeduces all mankind ; 
By her we firſt were taught the wheed- 
ling arts : 
kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 


For 


For __ mag wolves, by night we roam for 


And 2 "y fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 


And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. 


am a young maid, 
That's ſorely afraid 
I ſhall die one, tho' now woman grown; 
Take pity, ye ſwains, 
On one who complains 
She is weary of lying alone. 


When ſcarce ten years old, 
I oft have been told 
By my playmates, in ſtrange diſmal tone, 
Okt terrible ſprites, 
That haunt the dark nights, 
Makes me fearful of lying alone. 


| Then here I now ſtand, 
| And ready my hand 
To beſtow on the youth who fhall own 
He's willing for life, 
To make me his wife, 
| That I may not lie longer alone. 


But let it ſuffice, 
I fomewhat am nice, 
| Then the marks of my choice I'll make 
| known : 
Unleſs I can find 
| The lad to my mind, 
I had rather by half lic alone. 


The haughty and vain, 

Alike 1 defdain, 

| The per: fool and infenſible drone ; 
The brave and the wiſe, 

Are virtues I prize, 


And may tempt me from lying he, 


' 
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And when once poſſeſs'd 
Of him I like dell, 

I'd not envy Queen Charlotte her throne; 
But cheertully join, 
At love's purple ſhrine 

Make amends for my lying alone. 


8. RE. Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That c'er gave thepherd glee ; 

Not Mav-day, in its morning drefs, 
Is half fo fair as ſhe: 

Let poets paint the Paphian qucen, 
And fancy'd forms adore ; 

Ye bards, had ve my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ve'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bets their honey lip, 

Did ve but know the freets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught lip : 

But, ah b heed, ye tuneful ſwaine, 
The ripe temptation ſhun; 

Or elfe like me you'll wear her chains, 
Like me vvu'll be undone. 

Once in mv cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 

More ſportive than the kid I kept, 
I wanton'd o'cr the lawn : 

To ev'ry maid Jove-tales I told, 
And did mv truth aver; 

Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold, 
I laugh'd at love and her. 


But now the gloomy grove I ſeck, 
Where love. lorn "the pherds ſtrav ; 

There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away : 

Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 

| No dawn of hope I ſce; 


The 


or 
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| But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſap- 


For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender ficecy dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not where: 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My lambkins loft, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 


For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


WIIIH women and wine I defy er'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 

For life without theſe, &c. 

Each helping the other in pleaſure I roll, 

And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my foul. 

Each helping the other, &c. 


Ler grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my mcatures decline; 

Let em have their own humour, and I will 
have mine. 


Wine, prudently us'd, will our ſenſes im- 
rove; | 
*Tis the fpring-tide of life, and the fuel of 
love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch 
from the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph 
half divine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me 
with wine; 

Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves Hall eternally burn. 


| 


rove, 
My bumper Fl! quit to be bleſsꝰd with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demolith my glaſs. 


RECITATIVE. 
THE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſh- 


ing dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the blackbird thro' relounding 
proves, 


And the lark ſoars to meet the rifing fun. 
Alx. 


Away, to the copſc lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds; 
I'll warant he thews us ſome play: 
See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then fpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke 
em, my bloods, 
Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
Whar concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Berwixt echo, the hounds and the horn? 


Each earth fee he trics at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it, and (cours amain, 
And leaves us at a diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Chear up the good dogs with the horn. 
And now he ſcarce creeps thro” the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his 
rungue ; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 


Nor his cunning his life can prolong. 
From 
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That elm (no more a barren ſhade) 
Is with her clufters crown'd ; 

And that fair vine, without his aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 
Connubial joys to prove ; 

Yet mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtlets ruſh on love : 

Know thy own blifs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 

The youthful god that rules the year, 
And keeps thy groves from harms. 


While fome with ſhort-liy'd paſſion glow, 
His love remains the ſame ; 
On him alone thy heart heſtow, 
And crown his conftaat flame : 
So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Deform the blooming ſpring; 
So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts fecure, 
Their wourcd tribute bring. | 


AIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour ; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: | | 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, | 
Is the pride of human wit; 


The thadow of a ſhade. 1 
A CANTATA 
RECITATIVE. 


. | 
N E AR a thick grove, whoſe deep em- 
bow'ring ſhade, | 


Scem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, | 
1 ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 
e 


flow ' ry banks are form'd for ſoft re- 


So 


| Bright excellence! faid he, diſpel all fear; 


C5 
Thnbe retir-a, from Phœbus's ſultry ray, 
Aud lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 


Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring 
grove ; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd-- he ſtar'd--hcrlovely form turvey'd; 
And while inſpiring love inform'd his tongue, 
Thus he awoke her, as he ſoftly ſung : 
A1R. : 


The ftream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaiſy boſom ſhews the tky, * 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All Heav'n, itſelf, is ſure dilplay'd g 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 
RECITATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts-- poor Cymon trem« 
bling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 


Where honour's preſent, ſure nodanger's nears 
Halt-rais'd, with gentle accent, the replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! it 'tis you, I necd not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ileep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was nor filent long, 
But thus, with extacy, purlu'd his toug : 
AIR. 


Thy jetty locks, that, carele%, break 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck 
Thy love-inſpiring mein; 
Thy twelling boſom, kin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me fo, 
I dic for Iphigene, 
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thus inſhbin'd unh ſenſe: 

% <ninds ανο hmᷓely, tall, and ftrait, 

«HA pirovelis auk'ard gait; 
x: day attend, 

At tie tire hour, t6 melt his taithful friend. 
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Aß es herd I met, wito came tripping tiiat 
MA 3 
I was gigs; Id Fair all oeh Anny and : . 


He ace m2 to let li: n wo with me there; 

Ko harin thal! come to vou, young damfel, 1 
twer-; 

en +54 & fairing to put in your hair. 


work , 


| You've a Food way to go, it is more than a 
milie . 

We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon 
ſtile: 

I've a ftory to tell, 
while. 

To go with him farther I did not much care; 
ut ſtill | went on, not {utpect ting a mare: 
For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the 

fair. 


that will charm vou the 


To make mc mere caſw, he ſaid all he could: 

| rhreateun'd to leave kim; a nicks he'd be good; 

For I'd not for the world, he ſhould dare to 
be rude 

Young Roger had promis' 4, and baulk'd me 


ö laſt V Ct — 
If he ſhould do ib, I would go no more there, 


Tho” 1 long'd c'er 10 much for a VILE hom 
[ the tar, 


| When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be 
| nid no; 
{ He prete's my ſoft lips, as if there he wou'd 


Crow 
(1 abe cure "ER that way with a ſhepherd 
you ga.) 
Cunfourded I ran, when I found out his 
in ITC '3 
No ribbon, I cry'd,. from ſuch hands will I 
| wer, 


Ner go, while I live, for a gift to che fair. 


3 evamour'd beam, 
night, 
tram, 


| THE hlver moon” 
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And Kils regected light: 
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71+ courts be gone! hcart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've fo ſeldom been, 

Whilſt I May's wakctul vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
Tn primroſe chaplets gav, | 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd Max. 
The nymphs and iwains ſhall all declare 
Inc promis'd Mav, when ſeen, 
Not halt ſo fragrant, half to fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


1“ tune my pipe to playful notes, 
Ar.d route yoa nodding vrove, 

Til! acwewak't birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 

Fond binds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 

Nowr blirhtome ofer the dewy mead, 
Where elves ditportive p! ia\ 

The feſta! dance voung ſhepher ds lead, 
Or fine their love-tun'd lav, 

TIII Nav in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims av irgin queen ; 

The nvmphs and fr uns CX! alting cry, 
aa eic 3 Kate af Aberdeen. 


CO ME, Chlor, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſwecter no girl ever gave; N 
But why, in the midſt of my bliffes, 
Doſt 2k me how many 1” d have? 
I am net to be ſtinted in pleature ; 
Then, pr” vthec, dear Chloe, be kind ; 
For, fince I love tice beyond mcaſure, 
Jo numbers ['H ne'er be connn'd. 


0 


1 


* 
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Count the bees .. . „„ „ „ „ „4. 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the heids ; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe arc ſtraying 
And the grain tliat rich Sicily yiclds ; 
Count how many fiars ae in heaven ; 
Go number the tands on the more; 
And when {> many kiſfes you've given, 
I tilt ſhalt be alking for more. 


Toa heart fult of ive let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 

In my arms let ine ever infold thee, 
And circle the round like a vinc. 

Whar joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent : 

The wrerch th; it can number his kiffes, 
Wit always with few be cautent. 
TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 
My helds were fnail, m flocks were few 


While fault'ring accevts ſpoke my fear, 
Tat Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Or crops deſt MON 1 bu 
A ad v Kram (h +; 5 that left my” roll, 
Of the the ___ 5 3 yer borc to hear 
ad was not Flavia then Fncere. 


How, clia ba db fortunc's fehle wind, 
TI 1 tler 105 14 [LEED 'd becamd UNK1; d; 
She hear'd, and thed a gen'rous tear . 
And i iS not Fav LIEN tincere 5 : 


vernal cold, 


Mow, if the deign'd my love te bets, 
M Flavia muſt amt hope far drats: 
Thi us too ſhe heard, an * Enit'q to neur; 
And Flavia mure mut be Gacere, 

Go fear Your nocks, ye joviat wait 

(+0 reap the plent; V of Ott Nang : 
Deſpoil d or alluhich voy revere 


I know my Flav! ia's love's Cnc 


RECITATIVE. 
A S tink'ring Tom thro” ſtreets his trade did 
cry, 


* 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was 
plac' d, | 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt : 
Tom with uplifted hands th' occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus, in foothing ſtrains, the maid ad- 
dreſs'd. | 


Alx. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt, and ſtea! our hearts : 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 

And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the dutt with you : 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 

Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 

Exulting roll'd her fpaikling eves about; 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as floe, 

And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 

And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, Stop, 
John. 


Als, 


Shall T, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry crowd oppreft ? 
Ambition now my foul does fire; 


The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
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| 


And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 


CoM — wh and Nell, come Simkin and 
ell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With finging and dancing, in pleaſure ad- 
vancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home : | 
"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 


To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is o'er, our barns in full tore 
Now {well with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his 
rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand. 


For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be fo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweeaheart or 
ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres bigs play and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


M ORE bright the fun began to dawn, 
The merry birds to ſing, 
And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 
In all the pride of ſpring, _ 
When for a wreath voung Damon ftray'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 
Take this, he cry'd, my deareft maid, 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have 


thought it ? 1 


To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 


d 


id A, 
Omce, 


10 


T bluſh'd, the preſent to receive, 
And rhank'd him o'er and o'er ; 
When ſöft he ſigh'd, bright fair, forgive, 
I muſt have ſomething more 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt : 
So carneſtly he fought it, 
I let him take it I proteſt, 
And who----, aye, who'd have thought it ? 


A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 

A ſecret flame foon touch'd my heart, 

And fluſh'd thro' ev'ry vein : 

»Twas love infpir'd the pleafing change; 
From his my boſom caught ir ; 

*T was ſtrange indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
And who----, aye, who'd have thought it ? 


Hark! Hyman calls, the ſhepherd cry'd ; 
Let us, my dear, comply : 

We inſtant went, with Love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: 

And ever ſince that happy dav, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 

We fondly kiſs, and ſport, and play, 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have 

thought it? 


E T me wander not unſeen, 

By hedge-row elms on hillocks green ; 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 

And the milk maid fingerh blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks found 


To many a youth and many a maid, 
ing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


| 0 my bonny, &c., 


| 


0 the bonny, &c. 


T HE lawland- lade think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that graceful mein | 
And manly looks of ntv hig.and laddie 1 
O my bonny bonny hightcad laddie, 
My handfome, charming highiand laddie ! 
May heaven ftill guard, and Love reward, 
Our lawland lats, and her highland laddie. 


If T were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 


With bonnet blue, and beited plaidy. 


The braweſt beau in Borrows-toven, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready; 

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown : 
He's finer far in's Tartan plaidy, 


O'er Benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady; 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's fun, 
He'll fcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


A painted room, and filken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady: 

But I can kifs, and be has glad, 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 


[O the bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs ; 
I ca' him my dear highland laddie ; 
And he ca's me his lawland lafs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, 
THE 
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Wen thy dear fleck, &. 

For thee. of doves 2 milk-white pair 

n filken band I hold; 

For thec, a lrſtling lambkin fair 
[ keep within the fold: 

If milk-White doves acceptance mcet, 
Or tender lambkins Tliaſ, 

My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
Pe offer” d up wnh theſc. 

My tpor:els cart, without dec.ity 


* - * * i DS, 
No ſooner the warten hier freedom obtains, 

1 , > % * 
Thau among the gay youths a trrant the 


rticus; 
And &rdine her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Lic Heart pants for toinethin; - ſhe cannot 

telt What. 

Thall dav ia frlendor ſhe flaunts it about, 
At cont the ridotto and rout ; 
Thy: Aatter d and en d, thc pincs art her lot, 
Her heut pants for tomething -- mhe cannut 


when Bb 5 15 
98988 # * v4 a4itl + 929 * 


TC nat. 

4 . - 

the hand, or a glance of the eve- 

Fiom him the likes beſt, makes her ready to 

. 2 tans I 

Z tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her bett pants for fomething;---the cannot 
dell hat. 


dv ice, and be biets'd while you 


e 

Eacli lon. "th and action, vour Wiſhzs 
betray 

Give cuſe to vour hearts by the conjuval knot, 

Tho! ther pant ere fo much vou will Gon 


know for what. 


W *. LD vou taſte the noon-ride air, 
To von fragrant bow'r repair, 
w nere, woven with the poplar bough, 


Be offer d up with theſe, 


WEIN Fanny to woman 1+ row ing apace, 

The rote-bud beginnin 7 io blow in ner 
face, 

For mamma's wiſe precepts ite ca es not 2 
0, 

Her he. xt pants or ſometching--ſhe canns: 

hat. 


The mantling vine will thelter you, 
| The mantling vine will ſhelter vou: 
Do en Cac * Goa a fountain flows, 
Tin kling, murm'riag, as it goes, 

htl, o'er the mol» ground, 
[ily Her the moſſv ground, 
3u'try Phœbus ſcorching round, 


Sultry Plœbus orching round. - 
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Round the languid herds, and fhrep, 
Stretch'd oe tunny hillocks, flecp; 
While on the byacinth and rote, 

he fair docs all alone repole, 
The fair does all alone repotc : 
A!l alone; vet in her arms 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, blefs'd and bleſſing, vou ſhall own, 
The os of love are WE alone, 
The jovs of love are jovs alone. 


HE world, my dear Myra. is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip's a jewel we feidom can 


meet : 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſcarching 
around, 


This ſource of content is fo rare to be found! 

O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſucener 
of life; 

Kind parent of caſe, and compoſer of rife ; 

Without thee, alas! whatare riches and pour, 

But empty deluſion, rhe joys of an hour? 

low much to bepriz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety dept id! 

Our jos, when extended, will alu a) vinereaſe, 

And vriefs, when divides; are huth'd into 
ace. 

When fortune is ſmiling, wha 
appear, 

Their kindnet; to offer, and friendſhip. ſin- 
ccre-! 

Yet change but the proſpect, and point out 
diſt: -ef3, 

No longer to court you tliev cagerly preſs, 


d crouds will 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſyuiic, and guile, 
Necd acither fortunc's frowning fear, 
Nor court the hariot's uile. 


4 


The ereatneſ; that would m e u grave 
Is but an empty thi: ng: 

What more than mirth would er ortals have ? 
The cheartui man's a king 


AAN TAT 


RECiTATIVE. 
THE kind 9 intment Celia made, 
And nam'd the mvrtic low'r; 
There, kreiting, loug poor Lamon ſtay d 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 
No te nder able to contain 
This anXx4' Ms expect- tioa, 
Virh ra unc wurht tall a \ his pain, 
Aud can thus his pati.on, 


Ain. 
To all the fex deceitful, 
A long and laſt adicu, 
Since women prove 1 
As long as men prove true 
The pains they give are many, 
And, oh ! too hard to hear 
The jos they give---if any, 
Few, ſhort, and infincere. 


RECITATIVE. 
Now Czlia from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 
With modeſt bluth the begg'd excuſe, 
Ard chid her tardy feet. 
The ſhepherd, from each doubt relcas' d, 
His joy could not reſtrain, 
But, as each tender thought inereas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 
Al. 
How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a luyci's pam and care! 
* 
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And what joy the nymph's appearing 

After abſence or detpair 
Wemen wiſe increaſe deſiring, 

By contriving kind delays; 
And. advencing or retiring, 

All they mcan is---morc to pleaſe, 


| 


8 URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of 
nineteen, ; 

Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd ac of late I have been; 

I know not, I vow, anv harm I have done, 

But mother oft tells me ſnc' ll have me a nun. 


Dont vou think it a pity a girl ſuch as J, 

Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and 
to cry ? 

With wars io devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my heart it loves frolic too well fer a 
nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and 
{wear, | 

Is a thouſand times better, to me, I declare; 

I can keep myſelf chatte, nor by wiles be un- 
done ; 

Nay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for 
a nun. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear 
Nor yield to be ſeut to--one cannot tell where ; 
To live or to die, in this caſe were ail one; 

Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckou'd a 


RUN, : 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo; 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe wou'd ſtoutly ſay no; 
Bur if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a 


VE fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart, 

For once attentive be a While, 

To what 1 now impart. 

Would you obtain che youth you love, 

The precept of a friend approve, 


And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen Years, 
And Itabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beautv's force appears: 
The wanten blcod begins to flow; 
She vols for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt, 
Within the lover's breaſt, 
And you bv ftrong perſuaſion melt, 
Each withing to be bleſs'd : 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 
With prudence [ure F i happy bov, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court or ball, at park or play, 
Aſtume a modeſt pride; 

And leſt your tongue your mind betray; 
In fewer words confide. 

The maid who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 
Nor let the arts of dear Spadille, 
Your innocence perplex. 
Be always decent as a bride, 
By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


nun. 


| | But 


ay; 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 

And both its bleſſings ſhare; 
To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 

Of jealouſy beware. 
His * with kind compliance meet, 
Let conſtancy the work compleat, 

And that's the way to keep him. 
69 parted from the ſea, 
* the river's tide, 


To the webos fount may flee, 
Or through fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of ſoft repoſe, 
Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


OUNG 1 a ſhepherd, the pride 
of the plain, 

8 day is attempting by kindneſs to gain: 

He takes all occaſions his flame to renew : 

I always reply that is courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more 
kind, 

And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his 
mind: 

I fay I'm engag' d, and I with him to go; 

He aſks me fo oft, till I ruceiy fay No. 


To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, the dear 
youth, 

T tell him I plighted my faith and my truth; 

That wealth cannot peace and contentment 
beſtow, 

And my heart is another's--fo beg he will go: 


That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
And or heart that is honeſt can never be 
old; 


| 
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That I —_— for grandeur, but lo&& a 
on ſhow ; 
And to Thyrfis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him 


No. 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 

Tf his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies : 

He gives me his hand, and would force meto 
go; 

I pity his ſuff' ring, but boldly ſay No. 

1 = to avoid him, in hopes of fweet peace; 

He haunts me cach moment to make me fay 
Ves: 

But to- morrow, ye fair ones, with Thyrſis I 


80 
And truit me, at church, that I will not 1 
No. 


O figh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy: 

I ſcora to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In lore, as in war, 
J laugh at a ſcar, 
And if my proud enemy yield, 
The jov that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 


And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


W HEN tutor'd under mamma's care, 
Such cliarms I did inherit; 
ohe gave ſtriẽt charge, that none ſhould dare, 
To cur my growing ſpirit. 


My neck and breaſts were never hid; 


Romances ever readin 
To hold my head up, I was 1 is, 
That I might ſhew my breeding. 


By turns 1 play'd the flirt and prude, 
Affected joy and ſorrow ; 

And what to-day was mon ſtrous rude, 
I thought polite to- morrov. 

By earls and dukes I was addrets'd, 
Each fop ſure of ſucceeding ; 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, 
That I might ſhew my breeding. 


Young Damon too conftels'd a flame, 
And rivals I had many ; 

What though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
Ilik'd him beſt of any. 

With ſighs and tears he often ſwore, 
For me his heart was bleeding: 

T only plagu'd him fiill the more, 
That I might ſhew my breeding. 


Enrag'd, he vow'd to break his chain, 
And fly to ſmiling Kitty; 

I could not bear to meet diſdain; 
For one nor half ſo pretty. 

Wich gentler words I bid him fray, 
For pardon fell to pleading : 

To church we went, and from that day, 
I thew'd him better brecding. 


War means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that crvital tear : 

What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 

What tho' thy Jockey has been teen 

With Molly, ſporting on the 2 

Twas but an artful trick to prov 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's 3 


Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſs'd, 
To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 
Bur twas at her deſire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous cy: 
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Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning n., 
Neglected, ſcattcr'd o'er the lawn ; 
But ia thy fragrant boſom lies 
A iweet pertume that never dies. 
VI Y fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſs d 
n Their fair nymphs were fo happy and 
gay, 
That cach night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the day: 
But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'cr ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the car? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more 3 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtors be led? 
NIP the herds vo wild raving abroad ? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be ail moor '4 in cach road ? 
Nutt the arts be all ſcatter'd avrond, 
And mall commer: e L7OW ſick or tlie tide ? 
Matt Religion expire on the ground, 
And thall virtue fink Cown by her ſide? 


G AY ae ug long ſtudy'd my heart to ob- 

ain: 

The — NY young ſhepherd that pipes on 
the pl: uin? 

I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amils, 

Aud I'd often fav no, often fay no, wnen 1 
long'd to ſay yes. 

And I'd often, &c. 


Laſt Vatentine's day to our cottage he came. 

And brought me tv. o lambkins to witneſs his 
flame: ; 

On! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair 
than their fleece; 

I could hardly fay no, tho allam'd to ſay yes. 

I could harly, &c. 


Soon 
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Soon after, one morning, we ſat in the grove ; 

He prets'd m hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd 
his love ; 

Then renderly atk'd, if I'd grant him a kifs * 

I delign'd ro've laid no, but miſtook, and taid 
Yes. 

I deiiyn'd, &c. 

At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in hi- 


breaſt; 

Ye Gods, he crv'd, Chloe will now make me 
bleſs'd: 

Come, let's to the church, and ſhare con juga 
blits : 

To prevent being tcaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay 
ves. 


To prevent, &c. 

I nc'er was fo pleas'd with a word in mv life; 

I rc'cr was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wite : 

Tien erde; ye yuung damicis, my cuuntel in 
this, 

You muſt all die old maids. al: die old maids, 


if you w I Not tay y CS, 
You muſt all, &c. 


OPE! thou nurſc of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of jov, 
Painted vapour, glow-werm fre, 
Temp'rate ſ et that ne'er can cloy : 


Hope ! thou carneft of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 

Sureſt friend the wretched find: 


Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſs' d; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill; 
And in withes make me bleg'd> 
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| Of: how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent pafiion tell, 

Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak . 
That cruel word, farewel ! 

Farewel---but know, tho” thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart 

Muit with my charmer ſtay. 


OW blithe was I each morn to fee 
My fwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and fiew to me; 
met him with good-will : 
L noither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay; 
He gatlier'd in my theep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. 
On! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loft Was my repoſe; 5 
I wiih 1 was with my dear {fwaing 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


Je tun'd his pipe and reed fo ſwect, 
The birds Rood liſt'ning by; 

Tic fcecy flock ſtood ſtil} and gaz d, 
Charmed with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 

hetwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the faireft dame, 

\ Tho' cer ſo rich and gay. 

| Oh! the broom, &c. 

He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 

| Cou'd J out faithful be? 

He fole my heart ; cou'd [ refuſe 

\ hat c' er he aſk d of me ? 

Hard fate] that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becaute I lov'd the kindeſt fwain 

| That ever yet was born. 


on] 
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Oh ! the broom, the bonn broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 

I with I was with my d&r ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 


I N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to cach other known ; 

And friendſhip, in our riper ycars, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one : 

O | clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 

Reſtore him with that innocence 


Which frft infpir'd my love. 


AH ! why did Jockey gang away, 
And leave his love behind him, 
So far in diſtant clunes to ſtray, 
Where Jane could never find him? 
Where thund'ring cannons they do roar, 
And drums fo loudly rattle; 
Where verdant fields are all in gore, 
By ſome moſt furious battle, 
By ſome moſt furious battle. 


Ye guardian pow'rs, my Jockey fave, 
When danger's Hx'd around him; 

For dh! in arms, tis known how brave 
His lairds have always found him. 

There's nc er a lad in au the town, 
Can boaſt his equal merit: 

He'll cver ficht for England's crown, 
Wich loy: alty and put. 


Oh ! had I Known the crue} war 
So long had kept my laddy 

I'd gang with him, though e'er ſo far, 
In au my beft of pladdy : 

Bur, hark ! I hear the ſifes, the drums, 
Oh! joy beyond exprething ; 

K lovely ſalgier, fee | he comes; 

Ful fly for to carals hum. 


THOMAS AvD SALLY. 
THOMAS. 


COVE, come, my dear girl, I muſt not 


be deny'd ; 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it 


away ; 
LI give you this purſe, and, hark 72 beſide 
We'll kiſs, and we'll toy, all the long 
ſummer's dav. 
SALLY. 
Of kiffing and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 
Should poor hapleſs Sally confent to be 
naught ; 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd; 
The heart's not worth gaining which is to 
be bought. 
| THOMAS. 
Fear not, my dear Sally, the. world's bufy 
tongue ; 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 
Then laugh, as vou roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle- tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 
SALLY. 
If only the fear of the world made me ſhy, 
Mv coyncſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown; 
Their pardon twere eaſy with money to buy. 
But how, tell me how, I couid purchaſe my 
own. 
THOMAS. 
Leave morals to grey beards ; thoſe lips were 
detign'd 
For better emplovment--=----==-= 
SALLY. 
—— — — I'll not be a . f 
THOMAS. 
O fe, child! love bids you be rich and be kind 
SALLY. 


* — 


But virtus commands me, Be honeſt and poor, 


bufy 


It 3 
Hong, 
foot. 


ſhy , 

hown 3 
o buy: 
aſe my 


ps Were 


whore ! 
de kind; 
N Wor-. 
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AT TEND all ye ſhepherds and nymp!:; 
to my lay 
You may learn from my tale, and go wi: 
away. 
A Damſcl once dwelt at the foot of a hill, 
Well known by the name of the Maid of the 
Mill. 


In her all the graces had jointly combin'd, 
Her face to improve, and embelliſh her mind; 
Nor pride or deceit e er her boſom did fill ; 
*T was nature alone in the Maid of the Mill. 


The lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid : 
Eacl art to ſubdue her was preſently laid: 

With gold he endeavoured to tempt her to ill; 
But ncught could prevail with the Maid of the 


Mill. 


Her virtue ſhe priz'd beyond ſ-iendor and 
fate; 

Tho' poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 

His proffers the flighted- -in vain all his fill, 

To ruin the fame cf the Maid of the Mill. 


Young Colin addreſs d her with hope and with 
His A — right honeſt, his love was ſin - 
With capt 0 his boſom each n. oment would 
Vhe 2 —8 beheld his dear Maid of the II ll. 


His paſſion was founded in honourand truth -- 
The nymph read his heart, and of courſe 
lov'd the youth: 
At church little Patty foon anſwer'd © I will,” 
I 1 was baulk'd of the Maid of the 
* N ill, 


-_ 
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What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptic.! 
pair ! 

Content, they ge ſtrangers to forrow and care! 

The flame they firſt rais'd in cach oiher, burus 
ſtill; 

And Colin i: bleſo'd with the Maid ofthe Mill. 


OW blefs'd the maid whoſe boſom 
No headftrong paſſion knows | 
Her days in joy the patle:, 
Her nights in fivect repoſe : 
Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades herz 
But pleaſure, 
Without meaſure; 
From every object flows, 


MY Jockey is the blitheſt lad 

10 That c' round maid din woo g 

When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and trus. 

He talk: of love whene'er we meet, 
Hi, words in rapture flow; 

Then tunes his pipe, and fings fo ſwert, 
I have not po'r to go. 

All other laſſes he for ſakes, 
And flies to me alone ; 

At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 
1 hear the maidens moan. 

He buys me toys and foectmeats too 
And ribbands for my hair : --- 

What Wain was ever half { true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair? 

Where'er I go I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; 

For I zlcne ain all his care, 
Wucnzyer Canger's nigh, 


| F 


1 


He vo $ to wed next Whitſunday 
And malte me bleſs'd ſor life: 
Stub | l refuſe, 52 Ina! de 15, lavs 
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11 1 face, like the morn, 15 both ruddy 
and fair . 
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But open his temper, and nobic iis is 
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Ly virtnc illumin'd his actions oppear; 
115 patty: are chm, aud his 3c ſun is Cl 
An affable fiveetacis attends on. hie fprectt 
He's willing to learn, thought Be's 2! 
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O ' had I been by Fate decreet 
Some hu 77: corrage 1 
In fair Notetn's ft to fool 


My Ack upon Us plain, 


11 


his air, 


As and 
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What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now LI ne'cr mult know ! 

Ye envious pow 'rs ! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low? 


W HEN you meet a tender creature, 

Neat ia limb, and fair in 8 

Full cf kindneſs and good-nature 

Prove as kind again to the. 

Happy mortal to poſſeſs her, 

In vour boom warm and preſs her, 

Murn zug, NOOR, and night, carets her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 

Saucy, ſilring, and untoward, 

hovid vou acl the whining coun, 
Ti. to mend her ne'er che whit. 

Nothing's taugh enough to bind lier; 

„hen once you find her, 
ucr yo, and never wind her; ; 

Heart ative; you're fairly quit. 


A CANT-AT Aa 
RECITATIVE. 


II 7. ſetive board was met; the ſocial bat 
E. au 14 fam'd Anzcrcou took their file 


'T 
ſtand: 
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Let 


So 1h 
Bring 


Theſe 
Wherey: 
Be for 
His hear 
Who | 
What ſac 
How d 
How pen 


N y er ö the fave, be this the ru 

No % autre muſt dare approach my ſch 

Wee love and Bacchus jointly reign with 

Ola Cue, be gone !--here tfadnets were a 
Alix. 

* 


] Ce. not me the joys that wait 


En am that's learn” d, or kim that's gre 
 Wewultn and wiſdom l deſpile, 
Cares larroand the zich and wife: 


How f 
O more 
Beguilc 
ad ſighs 
Since ! 
Tore ſoft 
Oh waft 


Dr ſay (tl 


The fric 
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The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone. 


ba, 


Bus'nefs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hare : 

, But let love, let life be mine, 

, Bring mc women, bring me wine 
Speed the dancing hours aw ay, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſar, 


Gaily ler the minutes fly, 

In love, in freedom, wit and joy. 
So ſhall love and life be mine; 
Bring me women, bring me wine J 
Specd the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones (ay. 


VE woods and ve mountains unknown, 
Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows I rrav, 

To the breaſt of mv charmer alone, 

Theſe ſighs bid feet echo convey : 

Wherever he penfively leans, 

By fountain, or hill, or in grove, 

His heart will explain what he mcans, 

Who ſings both from forrow and love. 


$2 = 0 89 © 
ſocial ba What ſadneſs reigns over the plaias 
heir ſilq How droops the ſweet flow *rets around! 
ow penſive cach nymph and cach ſwaln! 


the ruf How ſilent each muſical ſuund 
my ſcho No more the ſoft lute in the bow” * 
gn wich Beguilcs the cool ev'nings away; 
were a Pad fighs meaſure out the long * 
Since Nancy, dear Nancy's away. 
Tore ſoft than the nightingale's ſong, 
hat's gre] Oh waft the ſad ſound in her car, 


Dr ſay (though divided ſo long) 
ie: The friend of her boſom 15 near: 


* 


Tien tell her, what vears of delight, 
Tlien tit har, what ages of pain, 
fait, while J liv'd in her fight, 
I rec], till I ſee her again. 


WI T II horns and with kounds I waken 


the dav, 
And hie to my woodland walks away; 
tuck up my robe, and am 2 d ſoon, 
An tie tony ferchead a wen: ing moon; 
I courte the ficet ſtug, unkennel the fox, 
And chate the wild goats o'er ſummits of 
rocks: 
With thouting and hooting, we pierce thro? 
the ſ&r, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


Ven Colin was the bonnief rain, 
Thar ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 

Or di nc'd upon the lee: 

The wanton kid, in gcametome rourd, 
hat fr alter o'er the flow'ry ground, 

Was not fo le the as he. 8 

2cncath the on, in vonder HO 

Tour d tink iow ang the nigſitingale, 
Whene'er he raid his voice: 

But, ah! tlie By uth was all deccit; 

His vows, his cache, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſuccceded choice. 


— — 


The maidens fing, in willow groves, 
Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves; 
ere Teanv told her woes; 
And Mog TyY's tears increas'd the brook, 
Vols checks like dying lilies look, 


Int once out-biuih 4 tlie roſe. 
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Unhappy fair, my words believe, But as foon as ſhe found, by my eyes, Thi 
% thali no twain your hopes deceive, The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, U 
And leave vou to defpair : She then, to my prief and ſurprize, Now 
Forge ne Try fe his ickle mind, Prov'd all ſhe had 121d was a jeſt. = 
Chanupc ärſt courtelves, for, zh! you'll End | Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, Bert 
Falic & Colins cvery Where, The beauties alone that will laſt, T. 
AlN 1s ev'ry fond endeavour Arc thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, And 
0 reſiſt the tender dart ; Which envy or time cannot blak : A; 
For cxamplies move us never ; Beware then, beware how ye truſt Why 
We muf* feel, to know the ſmart, Coquettes, who to love make pretence z a) 
Wien the ſhepherd fwears he's dying, For Phillis to me had been juſt, Wh l 
And =_ beauties ſets to view, If noture had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. 1. 
Vater F her nid {up 1 2 TWas at the ilent midnight hour, How 
1 x _ 0 y Fob 2 When all were faſt aſleep. An 
1s vs think 'tis all our due. In -iled Ma rg 'ret's erim] ghoſt, 8 $ 
Boer than tlie — 1 frm And food at William's feet. Yer 
Is the mild. deceitful ſtrain; bY Be we Bs 
Fro) ning truth our fex di lpicales z : 22 ; Oy like 2 —_— Why 0 
Flut 8 ä ad in a wintry clou And 
And clzy-cold was her lily hand, And 
But, too bon, the happy lover IT} JI" REAP SALTY * 
2 nat held her fabic ſhrou Bel 
Prez our tend ret hohes deceive: | ic 
Man « fim d to be a rover, So thail the faireſt face appear, That e 
Fogliſu woman to believe, Wien youth and year's are flown ; The, 
Foul:i woma:. to believe. Such is the robe that kings mutt wear, Dark ar 
F An EA E r When Death os 'reft Fay crown. And 
| ee Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, The hn; 
WW hare il engag *d my fond heart; Thar ſips the filver dew ; This \ 
Vile © viehtingeles warble their loves, The role Was budded in her check, And col, 
And nature 15 Jreſs“ d W ithout Ard: Juſt — do the vie. Till t. 
N pleaſure ve now can aſſord, But Love had, like the canker- worm, But, har 
Nr hc eau lull me to reit; Conſum'd her early prime: lon: 
For Philiis proves taite to her word, The roſe grew pale and left her cheek » oine ſee 
And Strephon can acver be biets'd. | She dy'd before her time. That d 
Oft times, by the fide of a ſpring, Awake, ſhe ery d, thy true love calls, he lark 
Where roles and litics appear, | Come from her midnight grave : And ra 
C: 1 Phillis of St rephc n would , | Now let thv pity hear the maid : a e WIII 


For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: | Thy love refus'd to fave, This And, ; 


Cr 


his i: the 
When injur'd gholts complain ; 


Now yawning graves give up their dead, 
T's haunt the faithleſs man. 


dumb and dreary Hour, 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath ; 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 

Why did you ſwear my eyes were bri-lit, 
Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


How. could you ſav my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break 


Why did vou fay my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did , young . itleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'riag tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe lips no longer red: 

Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And ev'ry charm is fled. 3 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is, 
This winding- ſhert wear: 

And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


But, hark! the cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and laft adicu ! 
ome ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lics, 
That dy'd for love of you, 


he lark ſung loud, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her glitt' riog head : 
z'e William quak'd in ev'ry limb, 


This} And, raving, left his bed, 


L433 


He hy'd him to the fatal p'ace 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him on tit green-gri i turf 
That wrap'd her breathleth cla 


And thrice he call'd on Marg tret's name, 
And thrice he w ept full tore ; 

Then laid his cheek to the cold grave 
And word ſpake never more. 


TAT! May-day of life is for ple fore, 
Lor 1 for d. ancing, and thow 
Then why will you watt luch a treaſure, 
In f::hing, and cryin! 21 igho? 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows . 
By her's tune your pipe“ Wwlun'eis Jow's : 
Fiy round, and cuquette it a5 be does; 
And never lit crying-—Helghe 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 
It tomcerimes* may happen, I know, 
That, cre ail our to; i: g 1 (ver. 
We cannot help cryving--Heigho! 
In age ev'ry one a new part tækcs; 
I nd, to my wrron, is : ä 
hen old, \ u in. a er) y til} Vi ur hc art acheg 
And nos will mi: ud \ YO! u- Edt. h ig ! 


* E fair, poſſeſ- 'd cf cv'ry charin 
To ca oy ivate the wt! 

Whoſe ſmilzs cin ro ge itlelf f difarms 
Whoic owns at once can kill; 
Say, will you deigu the verte to hear, 

Where ſlatr'ry bears ho part; 

An honeft verſ:,. tha! flows fincere 
And candid icon the heart. 

Great is your pow'r; but greater yct, 
Mankind it might engage; 


T4 


wy 


#4 4 ' ner, 

:, 2 41 C\ nl 4 . * * 22 

— 5 by ? * «5% yy «+ * 
Ek n A -f latte Wav de 

+ 4 69 * nd 4 

«+4 1 5 „ 
te, tia; brew ikes 

L330 ou Arent te bing ? 


And the count! often told, 
Loo viten told in vain ; 

Lean tliat buſt art, the art to hold, 
And toak the lover's chain. 

361 Afters to little purroic un 

8 Who 4 4 . 45 ball - rs 

ho beau ke the charm begin, 

Ti 15 RA nia. 


* I, Pa 
GI i iid 


A C A N = A = A. 
REC1TrATIVE. 
WAs at the gate of Calais, Ho, 


Wuere fad deipuir and famtac altea, 
dwel!s, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Grand. 
cut, 
As hone lic ſteer'd his c eaſes that way tn, 
nadingo bencathithe eight of frm Sir 
On u lunn ke often Vain to dine: 
Good father Dominis by cla 
With roty gills, rev SHINS * and gret 
Who, when he tirit heueld the greaty load, 
His benddiction on i oh beſtow d: 
And 8 ti e ſolid fat his fingers pref . 
He | lic} 0 7s chay 55 


addreſs' d. 


* in 
* 0 
Nec came ov) 5 


61 $* Y? 


AIR. 
Tune, A lovely Late toa Friar came, &c. 
Lt rare roaſt Set ov db | 


o a * 


all manlind, 


l-, 


and hy tie Knig! 


* cy 
rarthuteils, 


* 


U 


1 inn, 


il 


E.I SY * 


ehen die' and garniſh'd to my 
„ Gan in tity gravy, 8 
a 28. thy country's tc combin'd, 
Sh 'TH i1d from 1115 „ fury f Ave there. 
Renown'd Fire lain, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 
On thee c'en Kings have deign'd to fecd, 
Unkrown to Frenchman's palate; 
Then how much doth thy taſte cxcoid, 
Soun-meagre, froge, and fallad! 
RECITATIVE. 
A half-arv'd ſoldicr, thirtlefs, pale, and lean, 
Who ich a Gott before had ver ſeen, 
Like Gacricx's fi ightcd Hamtet, Lupin \f food, 
Aud guz'd with wonder on the Britith food: 
wits morning's me f. the friendly bowl, 
And in ſwall 6 treams 7 the pay: -vment Role: 
le lit vd a "A WICH os [:; Is Heart rcliet, 
And then in plainative tone declar'd his gris f. 


. *w\ 
AlR. 


) ag , 
vn QOtc Ss 


n.al, 


* — 


*. 100. 


VII nue 2 


Tyne, 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I fec 1 any 
Dat los fo tempting red and vite ? 
Bear iti the roaſt beet from Londre; 
Oh! crant to me von letel bite. 
But to my Cure bd you give no heeding, 
Aud crucl f. e dis boon. dentcs; 
In kind comp ion unto my Þ: cading, 
Rc! Aru, and let me fealt bay Cy Coe 


RECITATIVE. 


His fi ow. guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whole brazen front his country did betrays 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By lone means to gain his daily bread : 


| 


Soon 


by 
* 
— 


Bu 
Hts 


I with J had a flice of thee, 


WW 


ron as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
la blubd'ring accents dolefully he cry'd. 


A1R. 
Tune, Ellen a Poon. 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to EY | 
Sw cet beet, that now cauics my ſtoinacli to vile, | 
So taking thy fight is, 
My joy that fo light is, 


To view thee, by pai [fuls runs out at my eyes. 


Ah, Charl!ey ' hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This acer baud h 4p d to me ; : 
I wout the de'el had pick. d mine ey'ny 


Fre 1 had gang'd wr thee. 
0 clue beet, &c. 
RiECiTATIVE. 


But, fee my muſ: to England takes her flight, 
Wiwrc health and pleaty ſocially unire ; 


Waere filing freedom guards great George 6 


% th One, 
Mhile here T remain, my life's not worth Aud winips, and chains, and tortures are not 
#2 farrhing, 8 
Mile here I remain, my life's not worth a Th, Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains mould 
farthi .. : ring, 
Ah! hard-hearted Loui! In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


Wh did I come to you ? h 
The gallows, . re kind, would have fav'd 
me from ſtarving. 


RECIiTATIVE. 


Upon the ground hard Ly poor Sawney fare, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy 
are ; 
Bur when Old England's bulwark he efpy'd, 
His dear loy'd mull, alas! was thrown atide; 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his 
calc, 


Ain, 


Tun”, The Broom of Cowdunknovrs, 
How hard, oh ! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
O the beef! the bonn y beef, 
When roafted nice and brown ; 


How 1wect it would gang down ! | 


Alx. 


As once on atime a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a Large ox graz ing oer the wide plain, 
He boztted his fize he could quickly attain. 
O the roatt beef of Old Eng land, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

Mam, who ſtood by, like a Knowing old 
0 ame, 

Cry'd, „Son, to attempt it you're ſurely te 

blame“ 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Bur deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt ; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the irſt; 


Til twelling and ſtraining too hard made hum 


burk. 
O rhe roaſt beef, &c. 


Then Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear ; 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 


Whote puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
0 thc roalt beck, &. 


E 1 


For while by our commerce and arts we 2'c 
: ble, 
To fee the Sir-loin ſmoking hot on our tab'e, 
Thc French may cen burſt like the froy in tu- 
fable. 
O the roaſt beef of O!d England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roatt beet, 


T is 1 believe, 
Next Hollandtide eve, 
A twelvemonth fince firtt I began 
To hold up my head, 
In love to be read, 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man. 


Young Damon I faw ; 
He kits'd me, oh la! 
I vow thro' my boſom it ran; 
My lips he to preſs'd, 
'Tis true I prote?, 
I thought him a duce of a man. 


Thilander the gay, 
I met at the play; 
My teart beat a furious ratan ; 
Becauſe you muſt know, 
J ſome time ago, 
Had hopes of his being the man. 


Briſk Strephon came next, 
But then I was vex'd, 
He play'd with Miſs Phillis's fan ; 
I own to be fure, 
I could not endure, 


To ſce myſelf rohb'd of a man. 


My mother and aunts, 
Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do care, 
I vow and declare, 
Fil fit myfelf ſoon with a man. 


—— — — 
i TXT I” —— — 


| 


tl 


A CANTAT A; 
RECITATIVE. 
As in a penſive form XMIyrtilla fat, 


Revoivins 9 tl ain ot tate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 
Advanc'd, and thas addreſs'd the fair. 


Alx. 


hou vernal bloom of beauty 's tree, 
I m code © buy 4 heart ot tlice . 
With trantpurt Irertiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for fale.. 
Could I command the ſtarry train, 
For thce I'd give it back again; 
And if I could, tomake thee mine, 
The univerie thould all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs crics 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: 

Tac tale you've heard was faliciy told; 
Myrtilla's heart can nc'er be ſold. 


N love ſhog!d there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by tatlion or art, 
Whole wiihes arc Warm and ſincere, 
Whole words are th' cxcefs of the heart: 
If aught of ſubſtantial delight, 
Oa this de the ſtars can be found; 
"Tis fure, when that couple unite, 


And Cupid by Hvmen is crown'd. 


0 HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
"rom nymph te aymph, I ftrovein vain, 
My wild deſires to rally: 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ftrange ! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally. 


| | Yet 


R. 


4 The 0 


| ” 
als 


Cy 


Yet 


Vet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can love with ruin taily ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
| would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


Come then, oh come ! thou ſweeter far 
Then ſeſſamine and roſes are, 

Or lilies of the valley : 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 


And make me bleſfs'd in Sally. 


AS Jamie gay, gang'd blithe his way, 
Along the banks of tweed, | 

A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 

"he buxom nympi ſurvey'd; 

And full of glec, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid. 

Dear las, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reft here ? 

Mr ewcs, the cry'd, are ſtraying wide ; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where ? 

To toven iſe hie, he made reply, 
denne muck le ſport to fee; 

But thou'rt h ſweet, fo trim and neat, 
Iſe ſeck the ewes with thee, 

She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
Bur lik'd rhe youth's intent; 

C'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Riyit merrily they went: 


The birds ſang hecet, the pair to greet, 


And flowers bloom'd around; 


And has they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 


And joys which lovers crown'd. 
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| 


| 


And now the fun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r,) 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To pals the mid-day hour: 

The bonny lad raw'd, in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
And he to gang to town, 


FEVRY - gy ſome favourite pleaſure pur- 
ues, | 

Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat- 
ſon's for news; 

To Shater'sdroll phiz others thunder applauſe, 

And fome triflers delight to hear Nichols's 
noiſe : 

But ſuch idle amuſements I'Il carefully ſnun, 

And ray plcatures confine to my dogs and my 
gun, 


Soon as Phœbus has finih'd his ſummer's ca- 
reer, | 

And his maturing aid bleſs d the huſbandman's 
care ; 

When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt - 
home, 

And, their labour being o'er, are at leiſure 
to roam; 

From the noite of the town and its follies Trun, 

An] I range o'er the fields with my dogs and 
my gun. 

When my pointers around me all carefully 
ſtand, 

And nonqdares to ſtir, but the dog I command, 

When the covey he tprings, and I bring down 
my bird, 

I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford. 


No 


No paſtime nor plcaſure that's under the ſun, 
Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my 


gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods 
I repair, 

And 1 _ thro' the thickets, devoid of al! 
car; 

There I exercife freely mv levelling ſill, 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bags 
often fill : 

For dcath (where I find them) they feldom 
can ſhun, 


My dogs are fo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My fpaniels ne er babble, they're under com- 
mand ; 

Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at 
hand : 

When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheatant 
they ſpring, 

With heart- chcaring notes, how they make 
the woods riug! 

Then for mu ic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 

My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the 
day, 

And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils 
lay £ 

Then I think of my friends, and to cach ſcad 
a part, 

For my friends to oblige is the pride of m 
' heart : 

Thus the vices of town, and its bandes I ſhun, 

And my pleaſures conſine to my dogs aud ny 
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F ROM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And ali his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delichred ; 

While the who plcales moſt to day, 
To-morrow hall be flighted. 


N O longer let himſical ſfongſters compare 
The inerits of wine with the charms of 
the tair; 
appeal ro the men to determine between 
A. tun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair 
queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I refien ; 

For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madness 
in wine: a 

Then let not falſe ſparkles our fenſes beguile; 

Tis the mention of Chloe that Mal- Cs the 45S 
ſimile. 

Her beautics with rapture my fer ſes inſpire, 

And, tic more { beliaid her, thc more 1 ade 


mire ! 

But tix =D of her temper and mind I a- 
dore ; 

Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no 
more. 

How happy our dats when with love we en” 
gage f 

Tis the tranſport of youth; 'tis the comfort 
of Q Ne 2 


zut what ar the jovs of the bottle or bowl ? 
Wiae tickles the talte, love s enrapturcs the 
wul! 


A 


gun, 


err 


Oh 


e 


ot 
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A fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, | 
Thc longer I drink, the more thirſty am]. 
From this fair confcifion, tis plain, my good 


fricad, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviil your eye 

But ho foolith you look when your bends i is 
dry! 

From woman, dear woman, ſweet plcaſurc 
muſt tpring ; 

Nay, the Sto:cs muſt own it, ſhe is the beſt 

thing. 

Yet ſome praiſes to wine weis juſtly afford ; 

For a tune it will make one as vruitus a lui: 

But woman, for cvet, gives trantpoct ru man ; 

Aud Ii] love the dear iex---avc, as liy as 1 
can, 


]* MADE love to K.: 
Long I ſigh' d tur Ke. 
Till 1 heard of laute, 
She had a mind to me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt uri, ; 
So ery ſhe did from, 
She ſtole my heart awav. 
Oh then we ks d and picts'd » WEIS. WE 
much to blame ? 
Had you bcen in my place,; vou'd have done 
the ſame. 


As I fonder grew, 
She began to pratz: 

Quoth fhe---- Pi! marry vou 
And you ſhall marry Cate: : 


But the: 1 1 laugh” d, and: in UC 


I loy'd ber more than to 
Ty'd each to a rope's : nd, 


Again we kifs'd and preſs'd; were we much 
to blame * 
"Had you been in my place, you'd have dane 


thc fame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wond'rous flick x 
Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſh: led Pick: 
Long we toy'd and play 'd, 
Under vonder oak : 
Katy loſt the game, 
ho the play'd in joke. 
For thcre we di id, alas ! what I dare not name; 
Hal you been 1a my place, you'd have done 


the fame, 


SK if von damakk roſe be ſwect, 
x | be cents the ambient air, 
Than aſk each hepherd that you meet, 
It dear Suiimnall's fair. 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro” the grove ? 

Bid wanton linners quit the ſprav ; 
4 hen doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils f war let heroes ſhare, 
I.et pride in {plendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, uncnvy'd, laurels wear, 

| Be fair Sutunnah mine. 


D EAR Nfoilv, L love you, I hope there's 
ro harm in that; 
For your are {% (ps; glitly, and witty, and 
charming, that 
Whenever I ſee yuu my heart it goes pit · a- 
pat, 
An! I'm grown lean and dry, who was once 


| leck aud fat. 


1s tugging to aud Ho. 


Save 


— — — 


Save me, ſave me, dear Molly ſave me, 

Or I will hang myſelf, if you will not have 
me. 

I'm grown a mere ſloven, who once was a 
flirting fop; 

My fine coal black hair is chang'd to a dirty 

mop ; 


My face is grown parch'd, like an over-done 


mutton chop, 
That can.of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 
Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 
E'en juſt as brown and dry looks your poor 
Davy. 
When firſt I was aK'd to drink tea with my 
Molly dear, 
I put on my Kerry: ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd Shave me, | 
do yon hear, 
And I'll give you fixpence to drink out in ale 
and beer. | 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 
Make me lcok ſpruce and tine, then Molly*'!1 
have me, 


Then ſtrait to the place of appointment 1 | 
hurried me, 

Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they 
fo worried me, 

That from that moment I thought of no other 
ſhe, 

And now moftizunb.y 1 crive you my bride to | 
be. 

Crave vou, crave you--Oh bow I crave you ! 

For my bride, from this hour, dear Melly, 1 

ee YOU, 


Then if vu conſent, you freer little keave 
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My firname is Drope, and my chriſtian name's 
Davy, 

And when we are married we'll go to Glenavy 
Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy, 

Then who'll be fo happy as Molly and Davy. 


YAINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 


All ye ſucets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia Keeps away? 


Go, ve warbling birds, go leave me ; 


Shade, ye clouds, rhe ſmiling ſky; 
$wecter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine hills her cye. 


S rother day milking I far in the vale, 
Young Damon came up, to addreſs his 
ſott tale, 
So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; 
Fur he trighted my cow, and my milk was 
: kick'd down. 

Lord bleſs me! ſays I, what a-dence can you 
mean, 

To come thus upon me, unthoughteof, un- 
ſeen ? 

I ne'er wii approve of the love you pretend; 

For, as miſcluef began, perhaps miſchief may 
end. | 

I little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance; 

But pretty excutes made up the mitchance ; 

He Leyy'd 2 Kind Kits, which I gave him, I 
Vow ; . 

And 1 laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my 
oN. 

tow many ways love can the boſom invade 1 

lis bait p:oy'4 too ſtrong, alas ! fora maid ; 


you, 
I will your habn be, and never leave you; 


. 


> tw 


2 


Seeg 


If th 


He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at, 
But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that, 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh; 

For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurelv comply, 

And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itfelf tells, 

Tho” he flings down my milk, or does any 
thing elſe. 


C OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we ft upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ting madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap ef flowers, with a girdle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 


Fair lined flipper for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold ; 

A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 

And coral claſps, and ſilver ſtuds : 

The ſhepherd fwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


O SANDY, why leav'ft thou thy Nelly to 
ourn > | 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When nothing can pleaſe me 
Now dowie I figh on the banks of che burn. 


— 


tit. 


| 


| 
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Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings 
are clear, 
* While lav'rocks are finging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nance of them pleaſes mine eye or mine car, 
Whcn throw the wood, Laddie, ye diuna appear 


That I am forfaken {ome ſpare not to tell, 
I'm faih'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi” a knell, | 
Whenthrowthe wood Laddie, I wander myſell 


Then ftav, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


| Wha's living in langour till that happy dav. 


When throw the woud Laddie, we'll dance fing - 
and play. 


A cCcANT ATA. 


Als. 
WHO'LL buy aheart? Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wantou eves ;: 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air. 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 


And foil the di'mond's piercing light. 


 RECITATIVE 


Come hither, ye that long to prove p 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love ; 
Quickly, quickly come ! for he 

Buys, that bids the moſt for me- 


Alx. 
But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Cacrtus* wealth to come; 


Nor vainly bope' for gems or gold 
| F 


} 
j 
' 


' 
: 


Such charms as theſe can e' er be ſold. 
So vi ca change I ſcorn to make, 
For |. ve's the only coin I take. 


T* ſnepherd's plain life, 

Without guiit, without ſtrife, 
Can iv true oteſſings impart: 

A nature directs, 

Th «t blits he expects 
From health, and from quict of heart. 


Vain grandeur and pow'r, 
Those jovs of an hour, 

Tho wortais are toiling to find; 
Can tles or ſhow, 
Corte nment beſtow ? 

All hay ine, dwells in the mind. 
Rehold the gay roſe, 
How levely it gos, 

Secur: ir. the depth o the vaic' 
Yor: oak, that on high 
Aipire: tothe ſkx, 

Eoth gt ning and tempteſts aflail. 

DEV ro. 


Tnen let us the ſnare 
Ot ambition beware, 
Thot ſource of vexation and ſmart ; 
And port cn the glade, 
Or ag ofc in the ſhade, 


Wich health and with quict of heart. 


VV < + - tanr woods, ve chryſtal ſtrœams, 
- 4 who enamell' tide 
' +4 441: 2 fun's refreſhing beams, 
Jockey was my guide. 
ur ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 
via's love-ſick min d; 
„ eenes Can give me caſe, 
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Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Come gloomy eve, and veil the ſæy 
With clouds of darkeſt hue : 
Wither, ye plante; ye flow'rets die, 
Unchcar'd with balmy dew. 


Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your ſongs can ſooth my mind; 
My hours of joy, alas! are o'er” 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


I'll hie me to ſome drearv grove, 
| For ſighing forrow made, 

Where nought bur plaintive ſtrains of love 
Refound thro” cv, xy ſhade. 


{| Where the fad rurtle's melting grief, 


Wich Philomela's join'd, 
Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


| Be warn, d by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, 


And ſhun the ſoft deceit ; 
Tho” love's own eloquence perſuades, 
| Tis alla dangerous cheat. 
Flu, quickly fly, the faithleſs ſwain, 
His baffled arts deſpiſe; 
| So ſhall vou live exempt from pain, 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


ThE fun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 

May morning puts its beauties on, 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrain, 
And tweeter flow. rets deck'd the plain, 
Aad tweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
| Now whiſper'd to the nymph, away, 
For this is Nature's holiday, 


4 


For this 45 Nature's holiday. 


— 


| 
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The tender impulſe wing'd his hafte, : 
The painted mead he inſtant pats'd 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain d, 
Where Beauty flept, and filence reign'd, 
Whert Beauty, &c. 


Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 
To new-born pleaſure ope thine cyes : 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May : 

For this 1s Nature's holiday, 

For this, &c. 


Forth came the maid, in beauty bright, 
As Phoebus in meridian light: 
Entranc'd in rapture” all confeſs d 

The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt, 
The thepherd, &c. 


Then, gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 
He tnarch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a hgh, 
A melting figh, that ſeem's to (av, 
Conſider, youth's our W 8 
Conſider, &c. 


Ahl ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for pity” s ſake ; 
What! kiſs me ere. I'm well awake 
For this ſo early came you here 

And hail you t 4 the riſing year 
And hail, &c. 

Sweet i innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide! 
We'll haſte to joy, the fwain reply) d: 
In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll firay, 


And this ſhall be Love's holiday, 
And this, &c, 


A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek ; 
She look'd the thing ſhe dar d not ſpeak. : 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon feiz'd her trembling hand. 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand. 
His danceing heart in tranſport play'd ; 
To church heled the bluſhing maid 
Then bleſs' d the happy morn of May; 


And nov their life's all holidev, 
And now their life's all holiday. 


WHAT ſhepherd, or nympi of che grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a teat, 

Or lamenting aloud as I rove * 

Since Phabe no longer is here ? 
My flock,s if at random they ſtray, 

Whar wonder, if ſhe's from the plains? 
Her hand they were wont to obey ; 

She rul'd both the ſheep and the twains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of von neighbouring hill. 
To the bow'r we had built in the th: ide, 
Or the river that runs by the mill 
There, ſweet, by my fide as the lay. 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How {weet was the thruth from tlie tpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the told r | 
How oft wou'd I ſpy out a charm, 
Which, before, had been hid from my veiw * 
And, while arm was enſoided in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how ther grew! 


| How loug the ſweet conteſt would lait ! 
| 


Till the hours of retirement and rett, 
What pleatures and pain each had paſt, 
Who loageſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place. or of time. 

I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather, and cl1me, 

Each teaſon that checquer'd the vear ; 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we mcli 01 the boſem of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 

If we roſe up ro work or to play. 


She was all wy fond wiſhes could aſk; 
She had all the kind gods could impart : 
G2 Su 
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She was Nature"s mot beautiful taſk, And every flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art: but for Sally bloom. 
There all, that is worthy to p re, | Th UE I h lai 
In all that va I-vely vas dreſs'd; © Was xn? purge 18 _ "<6 aim; 
For th. Graces were throa'd on her eyes, Her beauty R — fa - 
And the Virt is all lodg'd in her becaſt. Make vocal Tapas mT 
V heort's m on, my will is free, 9 be ſtream, mand ring through the mead, 
R Ango fhali be my voice; | N Pa — q 2 wwe ie r. 
No mortai wan Laue with me, T. mk al TOR oo mans” reed, 
Till nrit he's made n choice | $ cur to Bally's practe. : 
Let parents rule, cry nature's laws No more ſhall blitheſome lafs and ſwain 4 
And children ttill obey : N To minthful wake refort, 
And is there then nd ſaving clauſe 4 8 the pram 
Againſt tyrannic fway ? | No mths thall — . rill : 
3 rut, \ 
O nymph that trips the verdant plains . Nor muſic wake the grove, 
Ne. =P MS at; | Nor flocks oo ſnow-like on the hill, 
7 er the hearts of all the ſwains, | When I forget to love. 8 
nd rivals all the fair. . 
The beams of Sol delight and chcar, | (Jp nymph of humbler lot, 
While ſuminer ſcatons roll, | With te 1 22 ans Geek thy cot; 
Bur Sally's ſmiles can all the year ab oa 2 E 
Give pleatace as the tut. | o holds me light, or doubts my truth, 1 
When from the Eaſt the morning ray, ; * bon for love too wanton grown, 
Illumes the world below, : N rn es PEACE and pleafure town ; 
Her preſence bids the God of day | Wh _ — y faith reward a wan? f 
N o doubts my love, or thinks me vain. 4 
Freſh beauties deck the painted ground ? 
Birds fweere: notes prepare * RECITATIVE. 
The N lambkins Kip around, ARK: the horn calls away ; 1 
And hail the filter fair, VE ee, td oxen 1 
The la-k bur ſtrains his liquid th r eee 
D 83 — — Quit the bondage of ſloth' and ariſe. | 
And mimicks, while he fv cils his note, AI. : A 
The fweetne'* of her voice. a | From the eaſt breaks the morn, £ 
The fanning zephyrs round her play, See the ſun beams adorn 


While eds perfume, | The wide heath, and the mountains fo high; 


'"he wild heath, and the mount ſo 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neig hi to the found, 

And the floods and the vallies rep! v. 

And the floods and the vailies reply. 
Our forefathers fo good, 

Pro#'d their greatneis of blood. 


digh | 
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NJ Y MPHS and ſhevherds, come away; 
* Wanton in the fweetsef Mayr; 
Teipit ver the low'cy lawns, 
Wanton as the bounds Fawns : 

Frolic, hexen, blirhe, and gan, 


Nzmpl:s aud ſhepacz ds, come andy 


2 . 


By encount'ring the hart and mme 0047 ; 
By encount'ring, &c. 

Ruddy hca!th bloom'd the face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
And taught woodlauds aud torefts to roer. 
And taught, &c. 

ITence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature, s reveal d, 
Were the, &c. 

Tho? in life's buſy day, 

Man of man mak a prey, 

Still let our's be the prey ot the neld, 
Still let our's, &c. 

With the chaſe in full ſiglit, 

Gods! how great the Uclight ! 
How our mortal ſenſations retine | 
How our, &c. | 

Where is care, where is fear? 

Like the winds, in the rear: 

And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys : 
Lo ! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 


1 


ever à fond ineſiumion 
Rot: in your botenn, to rob you of reſt; 
Reflect, vb a little compalt on, 

On the ſoft pangs whit previ d in ms breꝛſt 
On ! where, where won you dvme! 
Can you deny me, tus tern, ant didret'd ? 
Think. when my lover was bs was 

Would I, how could I, refutc his requeſt 3 

Knceling bef i.e von, 
| Let me © ore vou: 
Look on me, ſighing. crying, dy ivy, 
Ah! is there no | -yv@0 ve can move ? 

It | have been to comp! ing, 

Hard was the confli & *twixt duty and love. 


Damon ND LAG. 


Dax. : 
NTETEd all day I will ft at your ſide 
| Wherc poplars far ftrerch.av erarch the 
chol tide, 
And, »hilethe clcar river runs hurl:ag a 20g 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in ir tong 
The thruth and tie liunet coutend in their loug 
IL AURA. 
| While you are but by me, no danger I far 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety „my Damon is nea” 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your guambol 
may plcaſe, 


- 
» 
, 


For mi ſhepherd is kind, and my cart is at caſ 


F 


* 


- my ſhepherd 's ind. and my heartis at eaſe 
Dao. 
ve virgins of Pritain, brig'1t rivals of day, 
The with of cach heart, an the theme of cach 
lav; 

Ye'er ycild to the ſwain till he make you a wife, 

'or he who loves wuly will take vou for life, 
tor he who, &c. 

LAUEA, | 

Te youth, ho fear nouglit but the frowns of 

the fair, 

Tis your- to relieve, not to add to their chte; 
"Then fcorn to their ruin Want to lend, 
Nor betray the fect CICAtures VOU,IE DOIN to 

defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 
| Dur TO. 
For their konowur and faith de cur viriins re- 
pawn (4; 

Nor ta'te to his vous one Young ſherherd 

fe. nd : 

Re their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in 

their youth, 

To preterv in their age what they gain'd in 
ttciz youth. 


COLIN and PHIL LIS:. 
Ser. 

HERR hark ! ver the plains hat glad tu- 
mults we hear! 

How gay ail the nymyhs and the ſhepherds ap- 
car 

With myztles and roſes new deck'd are the 

bow'rs, | 
And every buſh bears a garland of flow'rs. 


ku 
De 


| 


5 


Nor harveſt, nor ſlieep- ſhearing, now can take 
ace; [Phillis ENMECT'S. 
Put Phillis will tell me the truth of the cate, 


PHILLIS. 

The truth, honeſt lad ?--why ſurely you know 
What ries are prepar'd in the vill-ze below, 
Vhere gailanc young Thyrſis, fo am'd and 
moan? | 

Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 


| That Daphne. whoſe beauty, good-nature, and 


eaſe, | 
All fancics can ſtrike, and all judgments can 
le-le ; 
Thar Corin- but praiſe muſt the matter giveo'cr; 
You know what he is-- and I need ſono more, 


COLIN: 

Young Thvitis two claims all that honour can 
lend, 

His courtrymen's glory, their champion and 
friend; 

Tho ſuch ſliglit memorials ſcarce ſneak his de- 
{crts 5 

And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their 
hearts. 


PHiLlLlis. 

| But hence, tothe brides, behold how they throng 
Each ſhepherd conducting his fweetheartalong: 
| The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires 

With tender affections and cheartul deſires. 


DUETTO. 
Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
All- gracious look down on the bridegroom and 
bride, | 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour, may ſhine 
Ina race like themſelves, v ith no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 


ö 


I can't, for my life, what it means underſtand; 


There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 


 Unceafing attend them thro'ꝰ numerous days; 
G 3 


You g 
Love h: 
Not f 
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_ And, whiile in a palace fate fixes their lot, Does ſome fav,ritc rival hide thee, 
" Oh ! may they live caſy as thoſe in a cot | Let her be the happy creature, 
7 | | 'll not plague my felt to chide tlice, 
THE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, Nor diipute with her a feature. 
** And rears its beauties to the ſun, { But I can'r, nor wilt not tarrv, 
Vy With heav*n-born tints of Iris's bow ; Nor will hurt myfelt with toriow ; 
nd MI. ile low the vi'Ict ſprings beſide, may loſe the time to marry, 
As in the thade it ſtrives to ſhun If L wait ocyond to-morrow. 0 
4 The hand ol {ome rapacious foe. Think not, ſhepherd thus to brave me; 
Of worth Intrinſic, ſmall the fore If I'm yours, away no longer; 
2 That from the tulip can ariſe, It vou Won't, another'l] have me ; 
F When parted from its glowing bed : I may cool, bur not grow tonder. 
25 While hid, the vi'ict CNarns the more, i7vour lovers, girls, fortake VE, 
— Like incenſe in its native ſcics, | Wiude ot in deſpair and forrow ; 
, When crop'd to grace the virgin ead. Blefs'd another lad may make ve ; 
2 Then think, ve fair ones, how theſe flowers Stay for non beyond to- motto, 
5 Are wrought in nature's various robe: 
4 Where pride declines, and merit thrives, FAIR is the ſwan, the ermine whue, 
* Your virgin dignity ocr pow'rs And fair the lily of the valc 
_ The horocs of the conquer'd globe: | The moon, reſplendent queen of niglu, 


Bur ſweet compliance makes ve wives, And ſnows that drive before the g, 

; In fairnefs theſe rhe eaſt excel, 

CLE WHERE”. my fwain fo blythe and clever > | But fairer is my Iſabel. 
Why d've leave me all in forrow ? 

Three whole days arc gone for ever, 


Sweet is the vi'let, ſu cet the roſe, 
And ſweet the morning breath of Mav ; 


ong Since you ſald you'd come to morrow, Carnations rich their {weets diſcloſe, 

Ng: It 3 lov d but half as I do, | And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray : 
You'd been here with looks fo bonny : In fwcernels theſe the rett excel, 

* Love has flying wings, Iwell knew 


* a Bur ſweeter is my Iſabel. 
Not for ling'ring, lazy Johnny. 4 


Conſtant the poets call the dove, 


e, What can he now be a-doing ? | And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 
and Is he with the laſſes may ing? Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, 
5 He had better here be wooing, | And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
une Than with others fondly playing. In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
line: Tell me truly where he's zoving, But fonder IJ of Iſabel. 
le, That I may no longer ſorrow; 
If he's weary grown of loving, i OR moorlands and mountains, rude, tarren 
Let him tell mc ſo to-morrow, | and barg, As 


As vilder'd and wearicd H roun, | 
A ventie vouug thephorders fees my deſpair, 
And leads me @'c lawns to ker home; 
Yellov theaver,frominchCur her cotta, c had 
crown'd, 

Green ruthes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her catement ſu ct woudbines crept wanton! 
; round, 


And deck'd the {od (vat; At Her door. 


We far Hurſfelves down ton chung repaſt, 
Freth fruits, and the cull'd4 me the beſt; 

Wilt thrown Hemm; guard, by ſome glances 

he caſt, 

Love flily ftole into my breuſt, 

tale nv lot! withes, the tv eetiy repl;'d, 
(Ye vip ins, her voice was divine) 

Fre rich ones reefted, and vyreatone'sdeny'd, 
Yet rake me, tond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was fomudeſt, her aſpect to meek, 
So tmple, yet ſweet were her charyis ; 
E kifs'd tur ripe rotes that low?d onher check, 
And luck 'dthelov'd maid in MY ums, 
Now jocund rogether we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſti cam, 
Recliu'd on her boſom I fink into flecp, 
Her Image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow- riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral veiws ; 
Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damicl's of humble deſcent ; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her content. 


H 


ASTE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
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From ſmokes to ſaniting Kies repair, 


And ſun-mlumiu d vales: 


No fighs nomurmors, haunt the grove, 


zut bleſtings crow n rhe plains ; 


lee calm comentment, heav'n-born mad 


And Peace, the cherub, reigns. 


O come ! for thee the roſes bloom, 


Tuc deep carnation grows ; 


Four thee ſweet vi'lets breathe per fume, 


't he whate-roL'd liily bloves ; 


For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll 


The daified hills are gay, _ 
Wucre (emblems of Amella's foul) 
The fpotlels lambKine play. 

From vale to vale the Zephy rs rovey 
Fo rob ſth' unfolding flow'is; 
And matic melts in ev ry groves 

To charm thy rural hours ; | 
The warbling lark, high-poiz d in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 

Will ftrive to pleate Amelia fair, 
Who pleates all beds. 


Y OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his jovand deliyt:: 
He's ever unhappy when I'm trom his ny tic: 

He wants to be with me wherever l go; 

The deuce ſure his in him for plaguing m fo. 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me lo, 

His pleaſure all day is to fit by my de ; 5 

He nipes 2nd he ſings, tho“ I frown and I chi de: 

[ bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling fays No; 

The deuce fure is in him for plaguing me o. 

The deuce, &c. 

He often requeſts me his flame to relieve ; 

L aſk him what favour he hopes to receive? 

His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſt.es I glow. 


To ſoft Ely ſian gales ; 


W hat mortal beſide him would plaguea = ; 


Wha 
This 


And 

Such 

I fure 
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A you who would wiſh to ſucceed with 1 
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What mortal beſide him would plague a maid fo, 
This breaſt · k not he yeſterday brought from the 


wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for us lake. 
Such trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beftov. | 
1 ſure deſerve more tor his n ſo, 
ſure, &c. 


Hc hands me each eve from the cot to the pla in. | 
And meets me cach morn to conduct me again 
But what's his intention I with 1 could know 
For Id rather be marry d than playu,d with him 
ſo, 
For I d rather be mar ry'd than plagu'd with hi; 


{o, 


OW happy were my davs till now ! | 
I ne'er did ſorrow feet ; 
With joy I rote to milk my cov, 
Or take my ſpinning -whec!, 


Mr heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, "and I 


Belicv'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
O the fool! the filly, filly fool. 


That truſts what man may be 
I with I was a maid again, | 
And in my own country. 


lafs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done ; 
For, if vou ſtand fooling, and ſhy like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and fig ghing, and vows, and all 
that, | 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 


But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


But, mark you the confequence, mun ; 
The baggage will think hertelt rcaly divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun, 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 
She'l] tell you ſhe hates you, and fwcar ſhe'll 
cry out, 
\ Burt mum-- ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


AT T E ND, yenvmphs, while I —_—_ 
The fecret wiſhes of my heart, 

And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 

\Whom fate defigns for love and ine. 


et reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
et honour all his actions guide; 
Stodfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The twain defign'd tor love and me. 
Jet ſolid fenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good-usture fwceily join'd; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be 

Ihe fwain deſign'd for 10% and me. 

| Where ſorrow prompts tlic penſige ſigh. 
Where grief bedev + the- i oping re, 
Melting mg. \mpathy | tee 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me, 


Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 
Within his tender, gen'rous heart, 
Oh ! be that heart” from fal ſhood free, 
Devoted all to love and ine, 


AMORET axp PHILLIS. 


_ Amonrrtr. 


QWEET Phillis, well met, 
The fun is jeſt ſet, 


phe'!] hear you, and jecr you, and give \ youa pat, | 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddefs, is fine; 


” ——ä — 


— 
— — ora — 
1 —— ———— — 


To yon myrtle's grove let's repair; 
All nature's at reſt, 
And none to moleſt, 

I've ſomething to ſay to my fair. 


PHiLLis. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 
Entreaties are vain, 

Perſuade me to go you ne'cr ſhall ; 
Night draws on a- pace, 
I muſt quit the place, 

The dew is begining to fall. 


AMoRET, 


Belive me, coy maid, 
By honour I'm fwavy'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm; 
The oak and the pine 
Their leaves kindly join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


PuiLLIs. 


Your arts I deſpiſe; 
My virtue I prize ; 
Though poor, Lamr: eher than thoſe 
W ho, loft to all ſhame, 
Will barter their fame, 
For purchaſe of gold and fine cloatis, 


AMORET. 


You do me much wrong ; 
Such thoughts ne'er belong 
To the noble and generous breaſt; 
I meant but to know 
If Phillis would go 
And let Hyman make Amoret bleſs'd. 


PHiLLIs. 


If what you now ſay 
Your heart don't betray, 
It gives me much pleaſure to find- 


— 


ö 


My Amoret till 
A ftranger to ill, 


AMORET., 
With joy I comply. 
PHiLL1s. 


The dear nuptial tye 
Bork. 


To- morrow two hearts ſhall unite. 
Ye lovers ſo true, 
Letvirtue in you 

The ſame mclination excite. 


W HEN I awake, with 8 e 1. 
Ere the cock begins te crow 

Toſſing, tumbling, in my bed, 
Aching heart and aching hcad ; 
Pond,ring over human 11!s, 
Cruel bailiffs. tay lors bills; 
Fluſh and Pam thrown up at Log: 
When theſe forrows ſtrike my view, 

I erv 
And, to ſtop the gufhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillow-bicr, 


But when fportive ev'ning comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums; 
| Caſinos here, Feftinos there, 

Mirth aud paſtime ev'ry where; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 

Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : 


| When cheſe pleaſures are my lot, 


Taylors, bailiffs, all forgot, 

1 | 8h — 
Careleſs' then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my fides at all. 


Then, again, when I perute, 


And for wedlock's ſoft bondage inclin'd, 


But if n 
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Yer my tea, the morning news; 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes” 
Wanton wires, and cuckold ſpouſes; 
unen I read of money lent, 

JF At faxteen and a half per cent. 

N 1 cry— 


But if ere the muffin's gone, 

4 44 1 honeſt John; 
Sir Miſs Lucy's at the door, 

3+ Waiting in a chaiſe and four, 
aſtant vaniſh all my cares, 

swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs 

| And laugh 
Jo may this indulgent throng, 
ho now, ſiniling, grace my ſong, 
Never more cry, oh! oh! oh! 


but join with me in ha l hal ha! 


4. 

8 T O thee, O ! gentle ſleeps alone, 

Is owing all our peace; 

By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhervn, 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. 


"he nymph, whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has poſleſs'd, 
By thee — a divorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd. 
Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids the ftay ; 
The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
The object of her care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſke fought 
That motion chaſ'd her ſlee p: 


Thus by ourſelves are often wrought 
The griefs for which we weep. 


E—_— e 


grove, 


k 1 J 


| | 
ER ſheep had in cluſters. crept cloſe to a 


And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay: 
A young lambkin' it ſeems, had been ſtole from 
it's dam, 
('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 


That Corydon might, as he fearch'd for his 
lamb, 


Arrive at the critical ſport. 


As thro” the green hedge for his lambkin he 
peeps, 
He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurpriſe ; 
Ye gods, if ſokilling, he cry'd, while ſhe ſleeps, 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eves ; 

To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
I'll homeward my lambkin to trace. 
But in vain honeſt Corvdon ſtrove to depart, 

For love held him faſt to the place, 


Ceaie, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you 


kecp, 
I think vou too loud on the ſpray ; 
Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's 
aſleep, 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis day. 
Flow dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet 
maid ! | 
Her checks he miſtakes for the roſe : 
I'd 47 him to death, if I was not afraid 
My bolducfs would break her repoſc. 
Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing 
ſmile 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake ; 
L laid myſelſ down for to reſt me awhile, 
Bur truſt me I was not afleep 


The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a 
bow, 


He plac'd himſelf down by her fide ; 
And inanag'd the matter, I cannot tell how 


A N D did you not her of a jolly young wa- 
tet man, 
Who at Black- friars Bridge as'd for to ply? 
He tcather'd his ours with fuch {kill and dex- 
Fu itY, 
Winningeach heart, and delighting each eye: 
He look d toneat, and row'd fo fteaci:;, 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat fo readily ; 
And heey'd the young rogues with fo charm - 
ing an air, 
That this waterinan ne'er was in want ok. a 
fare. 
What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his 
v erty, 
ITuas clean'd out ſo nice, and fo painted 
withal 
He was always firſt oars, when the fine city 
eidi 55 | 
In a paitv to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 
Ard ofrentumes wou'd they be gigliny and 
lecring, 
But ':was all one to Tom, their gibing and 
jcering; 
For loving, or liking, he little did care, 
For this Waterman ne' er Was in Want af a fare. 
And yct, but to fee how ſtrangely things 
happen : | 
As he row'd along, thinking cf nothing 
at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charm- 
ing, 
That ſhe ſmi!'d, and fo ſtraightway in love 
he did fall. 
And would this young damſel but banith his 
ſorrow, | 
He'd wed her to- night, before it was morrow: 
Andhow ſhouldthis waterman ever know care, 
When hes marry'd, and never in want of a 
fare ? 


| 


A D I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
I n&er could injure vou: 
For tho“ your tougue no promiſe claim'd, 


| . . | 
Your ch ums would make me true 
| 


To vou no foul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong : 

But friends in all the ag'd vou'll meet, 

| And lovers in the young” 

But u hen thev learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They ell bid aſpiring pathon reſt, 
And acta brother's part. 

Thien, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong : 

For friends in u the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young, 


* E port ſmen draw ncar, and ye ſportſwomen 
to, 

Who delights in the joys of the field; 

Mank ind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. 

Hi: lordfhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 
A hunting continually go ; 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chaſe ; 
Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 

The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

The huſband gets up, at the ſound of the horn 
And rides to the commons full fpecd : 

The patriot 1s thrown in purſuit of his game ; 
The poet, too, often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


While, fearleſs o, er hills and o'er woodlands 


we fweep, 


Thy” prudes on our paſtime may frown, 
Ho 


ds 


How oft do they decency's bounds over - leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 

1 vs, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
Pr amuſement, for paſfion, for ſhew, 

degrees areengag'd in the chaco, 
\\. 1:2 hats forward, huzza, tally ho. 


T #0 man has long boaſted ati abſolute ſway, 

Whiie woman's hard fate was love, ho- 
nour, obey ; 

At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 

And the lords of creation muſt pull in their 
horns ; 

For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 

When — are tyrants, their wives will 
be free. 


Away with your doubts, your ſurmiſes, and 
ears, 
Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 
Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 
And mor of your huſbandswhat creatures you 
Pieale; 
To _ then, ye fair ones, and let the world 
ce, 
When huſbands axe tyrants, their wives will 
be free. | 


The rights of your ſex, wou'd you e'er ſee 
reſtor'd, 

Your tongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two-cdged 
ſword ; | 

That ear-piercing weapon each huſband muſt 


Who thinks of the marks you may place on 
S cad: 

Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 
No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 
be ſubject to, Zounds! doyouknow who I am? 
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Ho harmleſs and ſweet are the joys of the 


Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men; 

I ſtand to your charter, and let the world 
ee, 

1 ſbands are tyrants, their wives will be 
ree. 


T O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 
Honey upon her cheek the laid, 
And bid me kits the place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; 
The honey on my lips I found, 


The ſting within my heart. 


lam, 
When, utng the village, each nymph and 
her ſwain 
The piper's loud fummons obey ; 
While ſhines the bright moon, radiant queen 
of the nighe, 
And ſilv'ring the meadows, looks down with 
delight, | 
To fee jolly mortals fo gay. 


| AURPI1A. 
Come, Julia, add one to the 
Thar trip it the valley along: 
The ſound of our feet, 
Pleas'd echo ſhall beat, 
And mimic each cloſe of our ſong, 


Damon. 
Aurelia, my charmer, away 
For once, turn the night into day ; 
The joys of the wake, 
Ale, cyder, and cake, 
Forbid any longer delay. 2 
H Mort. 


Mors vs. 


Bold vouth, your addreſſes decline; 
The choice of theſe damſels reſign: 
Tho” grey are my locks, 
The herds and the flocks 
at graze round the village are mine. 
Damon. 


Permit me to ak, as a friend, 

To which of theſe girls you pretend? 
Your plea ſhall be try'd, 
The fair-one decide, 

And conteſt in union ſhall end. 


DELIA. 


Tho', Mopſus, your riches I know, 
Tit plea I ſhall never allow ; 

For while a full bow] 

My thirſt can controul, 
Unheeded a river may flow. 


PulLL1s. 


Good farmer! ſince female decree 
All parties muſt bring to agrer ; 
Let Colin be mine, 
Thy pelf I decline: 
Coatent and a cottage for me. 


JULIA, 


To end fruitleſs cavils and noiſe. 

Take, Stephon, my hand and my voice: 
Away age und croſſce, 
A coach and fix horſes 

Shan't draw me away f1om my choiet, 


O make the meſt of fleeting; tine, 
Shou'd be our great endeavour: 
For love we both are in our prime, 
The tine is ncw or never. 


by 


|; 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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A thouſand charms around you play ; 
No girl more bright or clever, 

Then let us both agree to-day, 

To-morrow will be never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
I burn with love's high fever; 
Pray now be kind, I know you Cai, 
You muſt not anſwer never. 


Whilſt vou, thus, Chloe, turn ahde, 
You fruſtrate my endeavour ; 

That face will fade, come dow n that pride 
Your rime 15 now or never. 


Ere for yourſelf or me too late, 
Say now, you're mine for cver ; 

I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 
My time is now or never. 


Do as I will with my ſain, 
He never once think: I am ro 
He likes none fo well on the plain, 


| 1 pleate him fowell with my ſong. 


A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight; 
He hears me with joy all the day ; 
He's forry when comes the dull night, 
That haftens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſs'd, 

He aſk'd ine to ſooth him the while ; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 

And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile, 
Since when, or in mead. or in grove, 

By his flocks or the clear river-ſide, 
I ting my beſt ſongs to my love, 

And to charm hun is grown all my pride. 
No beauty had I to endear, 


No treaſure of nature, or art ; 
But my voice, which had gain'd on hig ear, 


Soon found out the way to his treat; « 
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To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng ; 
I won the rich prize with much eaſe, 


And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong. 
: b Fn 5 | No care ſhall intrude, here, our bliſs to annoy. 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 

I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 

And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 
Your fweetnefs of ſong may prevail, 

And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


(COME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and 
ye neighbours, | 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay ; 
Forget all your ſorrows, your care, and your 
labours, 
And let ev ry heart beatwith — to-day: 
Ye vot'ries all, attend to my call, 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy. 
Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 


Still croud to, and beat at the breaſt of the 


great; 
Toſuch wretched paſſions e give no admiſſion, 
my leave them alone to the wiſe-ones of 
are ; 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and 
health, | 
In _— and in friendſhip our moments em- 
Ploy- | 
Come, he rural felicity, &c. 
With reafon we tafte of each heart-ftirring 
pleaſure, 
wa _ we drink of the ful!-flowing 
wl ; 


Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free foul. 
Then come at our bidding to this happy d- 

ding, 


| Come, ſee rvral felicity, &e, 
WITH runeful pipe and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart, 

A blyther ſwain you could na fee 

All beauty without art. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 

And Willy's wond'rous bonny ; 
And Willy fays he'll marry me 

Gin c'er he'll marry ony. 


O came you by yon water-fide 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily, 
Or came you by yon meadow green, 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c, 


Syne now the trees are in their bloom 
And flow'rs ſpread o'cr ika ficld, 
I'll meet my lad among the broom 
And lead him to my tummer's ſnield. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 


| A® down on Banna's banks I firay'd, ene 
evening in Miy, 

The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made vo- 
cal ev'ry lav : 

They ſung 42 little tales of love, they ſung 
them o'er and o'er, 

Ah! gramachree, ma cho!icenouge, ma Molly 

aſhtore | 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets, the down 
of nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, an | vi'let blue, lay ſcatter*d 
9'er the fields; 

H 2 


Such 
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] adore, 

Ah ! gramachree, &c. 

I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my 
ſad fate, | 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and | 
cruel Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears | 

| her in it's core ? 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


T3” 
such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom | WEN primroſe fiveet bedecks the year, 


And ſportive lambkins play, 


When lilies in each vale appear, 


And muſic wakes the day: 

With joy I meet my ſhepherd ſwain 
Come tripping o'er the lawn ; 
Then hand in we range the plain, 

To hail the roty dawn. + 
Well plens'd I hear his artleſs tale, 
Whale rural ſcenes delight ; 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why] Beneath the beach in yonder dale, 


did I believe? 

Vet who could think ſuch tender words were 
meant but to deceive ? | 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, Heav'n 


could give no more, | 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


© ! had I all the flocks that graze on yonder 

___ yellow hill, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon 
green paſture fill; 

With her flank, I'd gladly ſhare my kine and 
fleecy ſtore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Tworurtle-doves, above my head, ſat courting 

| on a bough, | 

J envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill 
and coo 3 ; : 

Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but 
now, alas tis o'er. | 4 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 5 

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy Joſs 

Whil life — 1 down will 
ile life remains in 's heart, twi 

beat for thee alone 


| 


Tho thou art falſe, may Heay'n on thee it's 
choiceſt bleſſings pour. | 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


His muſic charms the night. 
When morn returns, I meet my ſwain 
25 Came tripping o' er the lawn ; 
en hand in hand we range the plain 
To hail the rofy dawn. f 


Without a bluſh to church I' haſte 


With him who has my heart; 
While love invites, no time I'll waſte, 
No more we'll ever part: 
And when returning with my ſwain, 
We trip it o'er the lawn ; 
While hand in hand we range the plain, 
We'll hail the rofy dawn. ; 


[7HILST a captive to your charms, 

I enfold you in my arms; 

When I figh and ſwear I'm true, 

Think I love no girl but you ; 

But when I ſay your face is fair, 

And all of you beyond compare, 

Praiſe your mind and temper too, 

Love but him who loves but you. 

Whilſt I doat upon you more 

Than ſhepherd did on nymph before, 

Can you bid the world adieu. 

Can you love, as I love you ? 


O'er lands and waves with you T'll fly, 


With you Þ'Il live, with you I'll die; 
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Whate'er rou'lI have of me Pl do; 
Then think I none can love but you. 
Whilſt I breath my ardent flame, 

Has your boſum caught the fame ? 

Let me have, dear girl, my due; 
Love him, then, who loves but you. 
Sweet your look, and fond your ſigh, 
To my wiſhes now comply : 

Hymen claims, to-day, his due, 
Love me, then, as I love you. 


GOARDIAN Angels, now 
Send, ah ! fend the you 
Deign O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me through the myrtle grove. 
Bear my ſighs, ſoft floating air, 
Say I love kin to deſpair; 
Tell him 'tis for him I grieve, 
For him alone I with to live. 
Mid ſecluded dells I'll wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night, 
Near ſome bubbling rill's meander 
Where he erſt has bleſt my fight ; 
There to weep the night away, 
There to waſte in ſighs the day. 
Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never fee thee more? 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale, 

There with mournful accents ſwelling 
Oft repeat my love · ſick tale; 

And the lark and Philomel 

Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell 

What the pain to bid adieu 


To joy, to happineſs, and you. 


M Y Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-long ſummer's day, 


ect me, 
I love; 
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| Till we were almoft ſpoil'd, 
At makiug of the hay. 
Her kerchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd to her bonny brow ; 
[ whiſper'd ſomething in her car ; 
| But what is that to you ? 


Her ſtockings were of kerſey green, 
| And tight as ony filk; 
O, fic a leg was never ſeen ! 
Her ſkin was white as milk. 
Her hair was black as anc could wiſh, 
And ſweet, fwect was her mou! 
Ah! Jeany daintily can kiſs; 
But what is that to you ? 


The roſe and lily baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair : 
There is nae beniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt nae care. 
But when another ſwain, my fair, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view ; 
Let Jeanny whiſper in his car, 
Pray what is that to you ? 


O The days when I was young | 
When | laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 

Talk'd of love the whole day long, : 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 


Then it was, old father care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 
O the days, &c. 
Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er could ice; 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
| There 1 always lay for me; 
3 


Tor when ſparklinc wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falt odds ma « ; 

L ut ſtill honeſt tr. h I for nd. 
In tlic bottom o. each flaſk ! 

O the days, &c. 

True, at lengt? my vigour's flown, 
have years © bring decay; 

Few the lock that now I own, 
An1 the few I have are grey! 


Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boa t, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 

Sti, beneath thy age's froſt, 
louis a ſpark of youthful fre, 

U the days, &c. 


BY moſſy brook and fou; ry plain, 

I fomlly ſeck m ſhepherd ſwain ; 
Tell me, ſweet ma:Hens, have ye ſcen 
Ilie gentle Damon on the green: 

Avoid the danger while you may, 

Tle'tl fteal your tender hearts away. 
Perſuaton ſmiles whenc'er he ſpeaks, 
And roſy dimples deck his checks 
Blooming as health, as Hebe fair, 
The graces rwine his auburn hair; 
Loves in his funny eve-beams play, 
That ſtole my tender heart away. 
Swect wreaths of flow'rs he wove for me, 
Laſt night beneath the hawthorn=tree ; 
Bewitching are his tales of love, 
Propitious may they ever prove: 
For Damon, gentle, kind, and gay, 
Has ſtole my tender heart away. 


AS Hebe was tending her ſheep t'other day, 
Where the warblers whiſtle and ſing, 


A rural young ſwain came tripping that way, 


As briſk aud as blithe as a king. 
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The youth was a ſtranger to trouble and carg, 
Contecntmeat c'er guided his will, 
Yer ever regarded the ſmiles of the fair, 
hough always bred up in a mill. 


Lore ſtole in his breaſt at the ſight of the maid, 
For he could not her charms but adore; 
And if thou art cruel, dear Hebe,“ he ſaid, 
« [ furciy ſhall love you the more.” 

Such tenderneſs melted her into ſurprize, 
(For Hebe was never unkind) 

And all of a ſudden love glow'd in her eyes, 


' Which ſpoke the dictates of her mind. 


| They ſat themſelves down at the foot of a hill, 


And chattcd together fo free, 
Til Ralph, the young ſwain, made ſigns to 
the mill, 

Whiln claſping the nymph on his knee; 
And thus, in a tranſport, the miller reply'd, 
« Thy charms, deareſt girl, are divine“ 
Then preſs'd her ſweet lips, and with rapture 

he cry'd, 
O Hebe conſent to be mine.“ 
She liſten'd attentive to all his requeſt, 
And freely comply'd to his will; 
And now, to her ſolace, ſhe's married, and bleſt 
| With honeſt voung Ralph of the mill. 
Peace follows their tootſteps wherever they go, 
In bliſs all their hours are ſpent ; 
But, leaders of faſhion, I'd have you to know, 
Their“ happineſs flows from content.“ 


SWEET thruſh, that makes the vernal year 
Sweeter than Flora can appcar, 

As Philomel attends thy lay, 

She envies the return of day. 

The tuneful lyre, and ſwelling flute, 

At thy rich warbling thall be mute. 


Voca 


> > Ot 


ar 
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Vocal miaRre!, thy ſoft lay 
Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark ! how the black - bird wooes his love, 
The ſkill'd muſician of the grove ; 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly fings, 
A cadence for the ear of kings ; 
Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſcrene, 
A virginal to hail a queen. 
Nature's muſic thus improves 
All the graces and the loves. 


PALEMON, ſeated by his fav'rite maid, 
The ſylvan ſcenes with extaſy ſurvey'd ; 
Nothing could make the fond Alexis gay, 
For Daphne had been abſent half the day ; 
Dar'd by Palemon for 2 paſtoral prize, 
Reluctant (in his turn) Alexis tries. 


PALE MON. 


This breeze by the river how charming and 


ſoft 
How ſmooth the graſs carpet! how green 
Sweet, ſweet ſings the lark, as he carrols 
aloft; 
His muſic enlivens the ſcine. 
A thouſand freth flow'rets unuſually gay, 
The fields and the foreſts adorn ; 
I pluck'd me ſome roſes--the children of May! 
And could not find one with a thorn. 


ALEXIS, 


The ſkies are quite clouded ——too bold is the 
breeze |! | 

Dull vapours deſcend on the plain; 

Theverdure's ai} blaſted that cover'd yon trecs 
The birds cannot compats a ftrain ! 

In fearch for a chaplet my temples to bind, 
All day as I ſilently rove, 

I can't find a flow'ret, not one to my mind, 
In meadow, in garden, or grove. 


| 


PL MO. 


I ne'er ſaw the hedge in ſuch excellent bioom, 
The lambkins more wantonly gay! 

My cows fcem to breathe a more pleaſing per- 

fume, 

And brighter than common the day ! 

If any dull ſhepherd ſhould fooliſhly aſk, 
So rich why the landſcapes appear ? 

To give a right anſwer, how cuſy my taſk ! 
Becauſe my fweet Phillida's here, 

ALTER. 


The ftream that ſo muddy move flowly along, 
Once roll'd in a beauriful ride ; 

It ſeem'd o'er the pebbles to murmur a ſong, 
But Daphne far then by my ſide : 

See---ſec--the ſweet maid o'er the meadow ſhe 

hies ! 

Quite alter'd already the ſcene ! 

How —5 the ſtream is! how gay the blue 

res 


The hills and the hedges how green! 


| 1* a ſweet healthy air, on a farm of my own, 


Half a mile from the church, and juſt rwo 
from a town, 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
| But your fine folks of London may do as they 
pleaſe. 


By my freehold, 'tis true, I'm entitled to vote; 
But, becauſe I will never be wrong, if I know't, 
I'll adhere to no one, till each party agrees; 
Bur vour fine folks at London, &c. 


Tho” fixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 
My Goody's as ancient, yet does not complain; 


From the flocks of my own I wear coats of 
warm frize ; 


But your fing folks of London, &c. 


Inc'er was at la ein the cou: te of my life, 

Nor 1njur'd a nezghbour in daugater or wife; 

To the poor have lent money, but never tvak 
tees, 

But vour fine folks at London, &“. 

I nc'er had ambition to viſit the great, 

Vet honour my king, and will fand by the ſtate, 

By the church, and dear fregdom, in all it's 
degrees; 

Bur vour fine folbs at London may do as they 
pleafe. 


A 5 thro” the grove I chanc's to tray, 
met young Phillis on her wav; 

I flew like lightning to her arme, 

And gd in rapture on her charms ; 

Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 

Bur ſtill ſhe crv'd, O fyc for ſhame. 


Mich eager haſte I ftole a kits, 

Which bluthing Phillis took amiſs ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And cull'd ine bold preſuming clown z 
While I confefs'd myſelf to blame, 
But ſtill the cry'd, O fyc for ſhame. 


In tender fighs I told my love, 

And yledg'd my faith on things above; 
Bur the, like all her ſex, was coy, 
And, tho” I ſwore, would not comply; 
Vet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 

Bur ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye tor ſhame. 
When thus I faw, I quickly cry'd, 

Will lovely Phillis be my bride; 
For hark, I hear the tinkling-bell ; 

To church let's go? it pleas'd her well; 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 

Bur ſtill ſhe cry'd, O tye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known, 
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No jealous fears our baſums move. 


| 


For conſtant each, we truly love ; 
She naw declares ['m not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame. 


- 


Damor. 


PASTE, hafte, Phillis, haſte ! ris the firſt 
ot the May; 

Hark, the goldfinches ſing, to the woods let's 
Away: , 

We'll pluck the pale primroſe ; nay, tart not 
my dear, 

I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear, 

PHILLIS, | | 

Excuſe me, fond ſwain; it has often been ſaid 

The wood is unſafe for a maiden to tread ; 

And a wither'd old gipſey, one day J eſpy'd, 

Bade me ſhun the thick wood, and ſaid ſome · 
thing beſide. 


Dau. 
Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fright, 
There's muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night; 
No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there; 
And Cupid's an urchin you ſurely can't fear. 
PHiLL1s. 


For all T could ſay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
Who knows your deſigns ; you might dare to 
be rude ! 7 
So I bid you farewell, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you are too hard for a maid. 
By Daxox. 

His dictates you wiſely at once ſhou'd approve ; 
For, pray what is life? 'tis a pain without love: 
Think how youth, like the roſe, tho“ unga- 


| ther'd, will fade; 5 
Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old maid; 


ts 
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| PHILL1s. 
B langu as artful poor Daphne was won ; 
hus — ſhe yielded, was trick d and 
undone : 7 
And rather than truſt the fine things you have 
ſaid ' | 
Let my beauty decay, and I die an old majd, 
DAMON. 


Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind, 
el be true as the turtle, az fond and as kind; 
Will lead you to pleaſures untaſted before, 
And make you my bride: can a mortal domorc? 


Pm1L.L1s. 


Then at once I comply, for I cannot fay, no; 
To-morrow to church with my ſhepherd I'll go; 
To the wood next tho Cupid ſo talk'd of be 
there 
With joy Fl away, and adicu to all far. 
PulLL1s. 


Ye nymphs to the wood never venture to go: 
Till the prieft joins your hand, you muſt an- 
ſwer, no, no. 
DAmov. 
Ye ſwains, ſhould your fair ones be deaf to 
you ſtill 
You muſt wear the ſoft chain, then they'll go 
Where you will. 


I Met young Damon, t'other day, 

4 And near me as he drew, : 

No fwain, methought, e'cr look'd fo gay, 
Upon my word *tis true. | 

With ardent bliſs, my lips he preſt ; 

Pray, what could Phillis do ? 

I frown'd, but faith I frown'd in jeſt ; 

* VUpon my ward tis true. | 


* 


4 
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The ſhcpherd figh'd, and talk'd of love; 
(A theme to me quite new) 

Of angels —Heav'n——and pow'rs abovez 
And vow'd that all was true. 

My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew>=— 

I liſten's to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 

His freedom vain I ftrove to chide; 

| Upon my word ' tis true. 

With bluſhes ſpread I look'd conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; 

For then I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


1 45 Nanny but a rural maid, 

| And I her only ſwain, 

To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 

Oh ! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my — y maid ; 

While of all ſenſe of care we're frerd, 
Beneath an oakea ſhade. 


When lambkins under hedges blcat, 
| And rain ſeems in the ſky; 
Then to our vaken ſafe retreat, 
| We'd both together hie 
There I'd repeat rmy.vuws of love 
_ Unto my charming fair, 
| Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine ſincere. 
Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe ; ; 
Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 


4 


| Could nc'er my fancy pleaſe. 1 
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In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 


With grace and blooming youth, 


Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 


With modeſty and truth. 


| WAFT, O Cupid ! to Leander 


Sighs that rend my tender breaſt ; 
Whilſt I ftray in groves meander, 

Bid him fly to make me bleſt. 
Purling :illPbe gently flowing, 

wo hope glades your fweets diſtill; 
Soot 


a heart's inceſſant glowing, 
With content my fancy fill. 


Haſte, ah, haſte! my lover to me, 
Fear not, now, my cold difdain : 

While, ſweet ſhepherd, you purſue me, 
To keep my heart I ſtrive in vain, 


OR. Damon, believe not your Jenny's untrue 

Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconftant 
to you ; 

Thinkyontow'ring mount of itſelf ſhallremove 

Cre, Damon, you doubt of the truth of my love. 


Yon clear cryſtal ſtream ſhall the mountains 


o'erflow, 


And on the hard rock the pale primroſe ſhall 


blow : 


In queſt of the lion the lambkin ſhall range, 
Etre Jenny's fix'd paſſion ſhall leſſen or change 


} Upon the ſmooth green, when the ſhepherds 


advance, 
To hail May's return, with the tabor and 


dan ce, 


0 Tf Damon is abſent, I quit the glad throng, 


t 


And join my complaints to the nightingale's 
ſong. 

The pain which I ſuffer my flock ſeems toknow 

And trolick and play as to leſſen my woe 


I cry, Ceaſe, dear lambkins, you ſporting and 


play, 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 
No toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in ſight, 
The ſun's piercing rays can in ſummer delight: 


| And winter's rude tempeſts thall ſtill find me 


gay, 
For, bleſt with my ſhepherd, each month will 
be May. 


A S I went to the wake that is held on the 


| 


green, 
I met with young Phebe, as blithe as a queen; 


A form fo divine might an anchorer move, 


And I found (tho' a clown) I was ſmitten 
with love : 

So I afk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing reply d 

Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 

Lovely Phebe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy» 

I vow I will kiſs you--here's nobody be; 


No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, tis the ſame; | 


For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame: 
So pray let me go, I thall furely be miſs'd; 
Beſides, I'm retolv'd that I will not be kiſs'd. 
Lord bleſs me! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you re- 
fuſe ; 

A few harmleſs Kkiſfes but ſerve toamuſe : 
The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come my dear girl, to the wake let us rove. 
No, Damon, thecry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife 
You then ſhall be welcome to kits me for life. 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church ler 
us go | 
Bur aftcr dear Phebe muſt never ſay no. 
Do you prove buttrue, (the reply d) you ſhall 
find | 


I'll cvex be conſtant, good-humour'd and kind 
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So I kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays ſhe 
won't, , 


And l kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe don't 
BEHOLD this fair gobler, twas carvꝰd from 


the tree, 
Which, oh' myſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee ; 
As a relick I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine ; 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever 
divine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree ; 
Bend to thee 
Bleſs'd mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhalt be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round your branches, hoſe heads 
tweep the ky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom tafte has brought 
here, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear : 
All hall, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 


Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our 
coaſt : 


Of the fir we make ſhips : there are thouſands. 


that fight; 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can 
write. 


All ſhall, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancieswill ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the faireſt 
of fruit. - 
All ſhall, Ce. 


With learning and knowledge the well-ler- 
ter'd birch 

Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the 
church; | 

But lawand the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
All ſhall, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree: 

From him and his merits this takes it's degree: 

Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laure! and 
vine 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more 
divine. 


All ſhall, &c. 


| As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the 


bright day, | 
More rapture than wine to the heart can 
convey ; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his 
own, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine, all in one 
All ſhall, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
From folly and fathion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do honour to him. 


All ſhall, &c. 


THE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to fing ; 

And, while they warble on each ſpray, 

Love melts the univerſal lay: 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 

And in foft raptures waſte the day 

Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear : 
Art 
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At this thy living bloom will fade, At the heels of the landlord the ſailor a , 
| As that will trip the verdan: ſhade : | And makes the room ring with three Britiſh 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, | cheers ; | Str] 
| The feather'd ſongſters are no more; [ Then he fits himſclf down without further 
p And when they droo „and we decay, debate, 1 
Adieu the birks of dermay. | And claps an old quid in his next neighbour's 80 f 
| Behoid the hills and vales around, plate. Anc 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; Derry down, &c. 
The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, | . So v 
- dance about their dams ; ; Sure Baa iy could equal the Frenchmen's Wet 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe 7 . D 
And all the roprile kind rejoice : s 3 N. r 
Let us, like them, then, ſing and play A — 
Aus the birks of : — 8 From one dropt a ha, and the other a hem, For 
All gap'd at the landlord, the landlord at them. 
A Jolly briſk tar, but a little time ſince, | Derry down, &c. | — 
As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince | One, more bold than che reſt, by his brethreu De 
Fell toul or an ale-houſe, and thinking it fin advice, 
T * paſs w thogt calling, reel'd jovially in. Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſlice; Tre 
eri GOV n, &c. Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a 
Scarce ſeared was he, when the landlord paſs'd check, For t 
by, Cry'd, Down with your arms, or ['1l ſoon SY 
With pudding and beef, which attracted Jack's | ſweep the deck. They 
eve; Derry down, &c. 1 
By the main - maſt, a fail, boys ! then he lea 
5 from his — pt The 1 enrag d, new approach'd from 1 
nd gra his bludg rders 
graſping s bludgeon, gave o for f * g behind, ſeiz'd the s of the RE 
Derry down, &c. | | 
I have him, ſays he, but he nd ſay no m C 
y_ —— together ſome Frenchmen | Ere — ng bis dull pate where his —— be 
Reſo'vinz ſonp-meagre and frogs to forget, Derry from &c. His ch 
C 892 * N ot their error, commanded this Th f al g : For 
fea! | e landlord thus ſpraw the Frenchmen, 
To be dreſt and ferv!d up in the old Engliſk | 1 * _— 
taſte. takes up his knife and prepares * 
Derr down, &c- | tight, N ets os or Gs Adexe 


ve 


Of 8 cries Jack, I wou'd not have you 
think; 
Strike, ſtrike, = frog-caters, ſtrike, ſtrike, 
or you fink. | 
Derry down, &c. 


So ſaying, he handled his truſty oak ſtick, 
And 2 in his broad · ſide fo ſtout and ſo 
ick; 
So well play'd his part, in a minute, that four 
Were decently laid with their hoſt on the floor. 
Derry down, &c. 
The reſt all diſmay'd at their countrymen's fate 
For fear that Jack's ftick ſhould alight on 
their pate, 
Acknowledg'd him victor, and lord of themaia 


Withal humbly intreating to bury their ſlain. 


Derry down, &. 


Tree cheers then he gave, but infiſted that 
=" | 

For the beef, for the pudding and porter ſhovid 

3 

They — ; fo the failorrecl'd off with his 
wench, 

And ſung as he reel'd, Down, down with the 
French. | 


Derry down, &c. 


RY the fide of the ſweet River Tay, 
Or elſe on the banks of the Tweed, 

Voung Colin he whiftles all day, 

Or merrily pipes on his reed. 
His mind is 2 to care, 

For he is blithe, bonuy, and free ; 
At harveſt, at wake, and at fair, 

No ſwain is ſo chearful as he. 
Adeve, when we dance on the green, 


| 
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How ſprightly he joins in the throng ; 


So pleaſing his air and his mein, 
So gaily he trips it along ! 
The laſſes his manners adore, 
Ard ſtrive his affections to gain; 
When abſent, for him they deplore, 
All ſigh for the ſmiles of the fwain. 


But I am the girl to his mind, 

He choſe me above all the reſt, 
And vows that to me he'll be kind, 
With me he will ever be bleſt. 

The maidens all envy my bliis, 
And tell me I'm ſimple and vain ; 
Yet I'm not diſpleaſed at this, 


Nor herd their contempt and diſdain. 


T OO _ the rhimeſters of the age, 
Thoſe ſcribbling fons of firife, 
Have dar'd a crow -quill war to wage 
With dames of higher life, 
I am the ſex's championeſs, 
And now ſtand forth alone, 
Prepar'd to reſcue and redreſs 
The ladies of the Ton. 


Ye fair who taſte and faſhion loveg 
I ſummon to my ſong, 


To all the world I'll plainly prove, 


We never can do wrong, 

Tho' trifling duties we neglecx, 
To modiſh life unknown, 

'Tis ſenſe and reaſon ſtill direct 
The ladies of the Ton. 

If glad we ſeek the midnight hour, 
Which others fnore away, 


Tis but to reconſider more 
The labvurs of che day. 
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Tf all the night we paſs at whiſt, 
Tis for reflection done, 

In hopes our mem'ries to aſſiſt, 
And fit us for the Ton. 


If, dreading pointed ridicule, 
To huſbands we feem loth, 

And with our lovers play the foo!, 
»Tis tendernef, for both, 

For kind to theſe the world derider, 
And har ſh to thoſe they moan, 

So pure compaſſion only guides 
The ladies of the Ton. 

If in our coachcs bent in two, 
We're tortui'd ev er, day, 


It proves how much we can go through. 


When faſhion leads the wav. 


Then mark it's pou'r, ve belles and ſinarts, 


For faſhion, have I ſheun. 


Nlar break the necks, if not the hearts, 


Of ladies of the Ton. 


VHERE new-mown hay, on u vinding Tar, 


The tv ects of ſpring diſcloſes, 
As I one morning fingivg lay 
Upon a bank of rotes, 
Young Jamie, whiſking o'r the mead, 
By geud luck chanc'd to po, mes 
He took his bonnet off luis head, 
And g:ntly fat down by me. 
O my bonnx Jamie. O0 


J care not tho the werld ſhould now 


How dcarly 1 love Jamie, (3! 


The ſwain, tho' T right mickle prize, 
Yet row I wad na ken him. 

But with 2 frown my heart difg uts'd, 
Aud ftrave away to ſend him: 
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Bur fondly he fill nearer preſs a, 
And, at my feet down lying, 
His beating heart it thuinp'd fa faſt, 

I thought the lad was * 
O my bonny Jamie, &c. 


But ſtill refolving to deny, 
And angry accents feigning, 
I often roughly ſhot him by, 
Wirth 2 fu' of diſd2ining ; 
He ſeiz'd my hand, and nearer drew, 
And vently chiding a' my pride, 
So {wectly did the ſhepherd woo, 
I, bluſhing, vow'd to be his bridc. 
| O my bonn Jamie, O! 
I care not tho” the world ſhould know 
| How dearly I love Jamie, O 


[WIEN Jore was reſoly'd to create the 
round carth, 
He ſubpœned the virtues divine; 
Young Bacchus he fat przcedentum of mirth, 
And the thaſt was, wit, Women, and wine. 


The ſentiment tickled the ear of each god; 
Apoilo he v ink'd to the nine; 

And Venus gave Mars, too, a fly wanton nod, 
Wien the drank to wit, women, and wine. 


Old Jove ſhook his ſides, and the cup put 
around, 
While Juno, for once, look'd divine; 
Trcte bleſſings, fays he, ſhall on earth now 
abound, 
And the toaſt is, wit, women, and wine. 
hett are jovs worthy gods, which — 
are yiv 'n, 
days Momus : who will zot 1 2 
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For what's worth our notice, pray tell me, in 
heuv'n, 
If men have wit, women, and wine. 
This joke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to ſeven ; 
Such attractions no pow'r can decline; 
Old Jove, by yourſelf you'll foon keep houſe 
in heav'n, 
For we follow wit, women, and wine. 


Thou'rt right, ſays old Jove, let us hence to 


the earth, 
Men and gods think variety fine; 
Who'd ſtay in the clouds, when good - nature 
and mirth | 


Are below, with wit, women, and wine ? 


HILE the lads of the village ſhall mer- 
rily, ah! 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; 
And I fay unto thee, that verily, ah 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won 
the dow'r, 
With his mares ſhall the ſports have begun, 
Whenthe gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from 
each bow'r, 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one, 
While the lads, &c. 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs, what mortal 
can blame? 8 
'Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are 
the ſame, 
Believe me, thov'lr preſently fee. 
While the lads, &c. 


ME, ve lads who wiſh to ſhine, 
Bright in future ſtory ! 
Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory 
Charge the muſquet, point the lance, 
Brave the work of dangers ; 
Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of France 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And her flag is rearing, 

Always finds her ſons difpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring, 

Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed advance 
Pour your naval thunder 

On the trembling thores of France, 

And ſtrike the world with wonder. 

Charge the muſquet, &c, 


Honour for the brave to ſhare 
Is the nobleſt booty; 

Guard your coaſt, protect the fair, 
For that's. a Briton's duty. 

What if Spain, to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance; 

All unite, and Engliſh hearts 

May bid the world defiance. 

Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united; 

Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And fee your country righted! 

GOUND the fife---beat the drum----to my 
ſtandard repair, 


All ye lads who will conquer or die; 


At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain i'm here 
p 12 The 
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By me they announce it, and you, who'reafraid 
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The men's courage and valour to try: 
Tis your king and your country now call for 
Lour aid, 
Ar d the ladies command vou to go; 


Or refuſe, our vengeance ſhall Know. 


Then firſt to the fingle--theſe things I declare, 
(So each maiden moſt firmly decrees, ) 
Not a Kits will be granted, by black, brown, 
Or fair; 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze. 
To the married---1f they but look glum, or 
ſay, No, 
Sho11d the monſieur dare blufter or huff, 
We've determined, nem. con. that their fore- 
heads thall ſhew---- 
A word to the wiſe is enough. 


Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem pro- 
claim'd ; | 
Bur ſtill, ſhould your courage be lacking 
As our dernier reſort. this reſolve mall be 
nam'd, 
Which, egad will foon ſend you all packing 
We'll the breeches aflume---'pon my honour 
tis true !--- 
So determine, maids, widows, and wives ; 
Firſt we'll mareh----beat the French---then 
march back, and beat you--- 
Aye, and wear 'em the reſt of our lives. 


M Y time, O ye muſes ! was happily ſpent, 
When Phebe went with me wherever I 
| went; ' 

Ten thouſand foft pleaſures I felt in my breaſt; 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 


When things were as fine as could poſſibly be: 
thought 'twas the ſpring, but, alas! it was ſhe. 


With fuch a companion to tend a few ſheep, 
Lo riſcup and play, or to lie down and ſlecp: 
las fo good-humour'd, fo chearful and gay, 
My heart was as light as a feather all day. 
But now I fo croſs and fo peeviſh am grown, 
So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known ; 
My fair-one is gone, and my joysareall drown'd 
And my heart, I ain fure, weighs more than 
a pound, 


The fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thou know'Rt, little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
'Twas pleaſure to look at, tas muſic to hear: 
But now the is abſent, I walk by it's fide, 
And ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
Muſt you be ſo chearful. while I go in pain 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me 
complain! 
When my lambkins around me would often- 
times play, 
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 
How rome their ſporting, how happy the 
time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty, were all in 
their prime 
But — in their frolicks when by me they 
Sz 
1 1 their fleeces an handful of graſs : 
Be ſtill, then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
To fee you ſo merry, while I am fo ſad. 
My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee, . 
Come waggiug his tail to my fair-one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'dtoo, and tomy dog faid, 


What a marvellous change on 2 ſudden I find 


| Come luther, poor fellow; and patted his licad. 
| But 
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Dut nec, dene“, faarlag. Twithiaſour look | 


Cry, Stan and gave him a bluw wit't wy 
crock : 

And Lil give him another; for hy mould 
not Fray 

Be zs Jull as his matter, when Phebets awav. 


Wien waixing with Phebe, waat fights have 
I icen ! 


How tair was the flower, how freſh was the 
green ! 

What a loveiy appearance the trees and the 
made, 

The corn- fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing 
made 

But tince ſhe has left me, though all are ſtill 
there, 

They noue of them now fo delightful e ; 

Twas nought but the magick, I nnd, of her 
eres, 

Made to many beautiful proſpects ariſe. 

Sweet mufic went with us both ai! the wood 
thro”, 

The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 

Winds over us whiſper'd, Rocks byus did blear, 

And chirp went the graſhopperunder our fect : 

But now ſhe is abſent, tho? ſtill they fing on, 

The woods are but lonely, the melodyꝰ s gone; 

Her voice in the concert, as now J have found, 


Gave ev'ry thing elſe it's agreeable found. 


Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue 
Does aught of it's ſweetneſs the bloſſoms be- 
uile? 
n. thoſe daiſies, why do they not 
ſmile? 
Ah! rivals! I ſee what it was that you dreſt 


And made yoiricive; fn: or; a placę in deb 
ren ft : 
You Put n cZOUur colour T4» 1! 10 1 dre! I, ier e "Cy 


"I U be pluc d 41 \ e han! On ler 1. tn 0 ie. 


How fel time creeps, till my Photereturny 

While amid itt the tuft Zepiur * 
burn; . 

iethin lia, if I knew Whercabout he would 
trend, 

I could breathe on his wings, and would 
melt duwn the lead. 

Flu ſwifter ve minutes, bring bi it! er my dear, 

And reſt fo much longer tor, vi hen ihe 1s 
here. 

Ah Coim! old time is fo ful! of delay, 

Nor will budge one foot faltcr, for ail thou 
canſt ſav. 
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Will no e me complain, 

Or cure my ditquiet, or often mv pain; E 

To be cur'd, thou mult, Colin, thy paiſion 
r:move : 

But what ſwam is fo ſilly to live without love? 

No, deity, bid the dear nyn uph to return, 

For ne'er was poor ſhepherd t ade Forlorn. 


Ah! what thall do! I ſhall die with defpurr ! 
| Take heed, all ye ſwains, how ye love one {© 


fair. 


URN, gentle hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonelv way, 
To where von taper chears the vale 
With hoſpitable ray. 


For here forlorn and loft T tread, 
With fainting ſteps and flow: 


Where wilds, immcaſurably ipread, 


Szem lengthening as I go. 
of Forbeare 


| 
| 


PMbesr, my fon. (the korn eric.) 
Fe, 1 te dan; (re. Aloe oy; 
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10 ul these . „thy doom. 


Tr, ro re; ttt 1607 child d of v. ant, 
n 
Amir my portion is but Cant, 


? 
LF VEIT'V un good will 


Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
Whiate'er my cel! a} ve . 
ly ruſhy couch. and ſrugul fare, 
Ny bio n and repoſe. 

N Ao K 2 tum range He ge ret, 
To ſlaugliter I condemm: 

Tavgit by that Power that pities me, 
lern to pit them. 

But trom the mountain's grafſy de, 
A Zuiltleis fraſt 1 bring; 

A fc) 'P with herbs and fruits ſupply, d, 
And water trom the ſpring. 

Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego, 
For carth- horn cares are wrong: 

Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long. 

Soft as the dew From hcav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell: 

Th 6 modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows ro tlie cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure, 
The lonely manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 
And ſtranger led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath it's humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care ; 
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| The wicket opening with a latelt, 
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Recetv'd the harmlets pr ir. 
And now when buſy crov.ds retire 
To revel; or to reſt. 

The hermit trimm'd his little fre, 
And chear'd his penſive gueſt: 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gaily preft, and imil'd ; 

And ſkill'd in legendary lere, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 


Around in ympathetis mirth 

It's tricks the kitten tries; 

The cricket chirrups on the hearth ; 
The crackling fagyot flies, 

zut nothing could + charm impart 
To foothe the ſtranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 

His riſing cares the hermit *ſpy'd, 

With antwering cares oppreft : 


The lorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
Reluctant doſt thou rove ; 

Or grieve for friendſhip unrcturn'd, 
Or unregarded love ? 


Alas ! the jovs that fortune brings, 
Are trifling, and decay ; 

And thoſe that prize the paltry things, 
More trifling ſtill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to fleep ; 

A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep ? 


And whence, unhappy yourh, (he erz d,) 


And 


And 


E 


And love is fill an emptier {.uvd, 
The dais fair-onc's jeſt: 
On carth unſcen, or only found 

To warm the turtle's neſt. 


For ſhame, fond youth; thy ſorrows hiil, 
And ſpurn the ſex, (be laid ) 

Bur while he ſpuke, a nfing bluſh 
His love- lorn gueſt betray d. 


Surpriz'd ! he ſees new A ny riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view 

Like colours o'er the morning "YO 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpre. ad alarms : 

The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms, 


And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn, (the cry'd;) 
Whoſe fect unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and you refde. 


But let x maid thy pity ſhare, 
Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 
Who tecks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
Companion of her way. 


My father 1:v'd beſide the Tyne, 
A wealthy lord was he; 

And all his wealth was mark'd for mine, 
He had but only me. 


To win me from his tender arms 
Unnumber'd ſuitors came : 

Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt or feign'd a flame. 


Each hour the mercenary crowd, 
With richeſt preſents ſtrove : 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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Among the reſt young Edwin tow'd, 
Burt never talk'd ot love. 
In humble, fmpleſt habit clad, 
No wealth nor power had he ; 
Wiſdom and worth were all hc h:d, 
Rut theie were all ro me. 
The bfoſſom opening to the dav, 
Tie dews of heav'n retin'd, 
Could nought of purity diſplav, 
To emulate his mind. 


Th. dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
Waun charris inconſtant thine ; 

Their charms were his, but woe .s me, 
Their conftancy was mine! 


For ſtill I rry'd each fickle art, 
Importuaate and vain ; 

And while his pathon touch'd my heart, 
I triumph'd in his pain. 

Till quite dejefted with my ſcorn, 
He left me to mv pride; 

And fought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he died. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ſhall pay ; 

I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And ftretch me where he lav. 


And there forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 
I'll lay me down and die; 


"Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will 


Forbid it, Heavea ! the hermit cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breatt : 


The wond'ring fair-one turn'd to chide g 


"Twas Edu in's ſelf that preſt. 
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Turn, Auceiioa, ever dear, 
VI ca mer, turn fo fee, 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
Reſtur'd to love and thce. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart ; 
And cv*ry care reſign: 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
My life---my all that's mine. 

No, never from this hour to part ; 
We'll lire end love forruc, | 
The fivh that rends thy conſtant heart 

Shall break thy Edwin's too. 


QHALL I, watinsg in deſpair, 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my checks look pale with care, 
Cauſc another's rofy are? 
Be the fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry meads in May; 
Vet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair the be. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 
Me to perith for her love ; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ; 
Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch ro me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be the good, or kind, or fair, 

I will never more deſpair ; 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 

I will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 

If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn, and let her go: 

do if ſhe be not fir for me, 
What care I for whom the be? 
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A S I faw fair Chloc walk alone. 

The fexther'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove detcending from his tower, 

To court her in a filver ſhower : 

The wanton flakes flew to her breaſts, 

As little birds into their neſts ; 

But being overcome with whiteneſs there, 
For grict d iſſolv'd into a tear; 

Thence flowing down her garments hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 


FULL of dreams of bright beauties, and 
fond to explore 

A new world of ſuch charms as I'd ne'er ſeen 
before, 

I travell'd all nations, and wak'd from my 
dreams, | 

And found that no nymphs were like thoſe of 
the Thames. 


On the banks of the Seine I was pleas'd to 

ſurvey 5 

Such crow ds of fair nymphs all ſo merry and 
Cay; 

Rut then they were merry and gay to extremes, 

And no nymphs co6u'd I find like the nymphs 
of the Thames. : 


Then I travers'd cach mountain; each river 
and plain, 

But my labour. alas ! was all labour in vain. 

O T yber ! © Po! why fo fam'dare your ſtreams 

Since no nymphs can you boaſt like the 
nymphs of the Thames. 

But of Italy's merit and fame to ſay true, 

And give, as tis fit, ev'ry nation it's due, 

Each fair, like a Svren, with muſic inflames : 


Bur what is a ſong to the nymphs of the 


| T hames ? 
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As for — there I was ſtruck with ſur- 
priſe: 

What” the belles want in beauty they make 
up in hze ; 
And tis juſt with their nymphs as it is with 
| the ſtreams, 

You'veatun on the Rhine for a quart on the 

Thames. 


Then ye youths of Great-Britain, on wan- 
dering to keen, 

To feed your fond fancies with beauties unſcen 

Go enquire of the fun, and he!l tell you his 

beams, 

N' er ſhone on ſuch nymphs as the nymphs 
of the Thames. 


ME, thou roſy dimplcd bor, 

Source of every heart- ſelt toy ; 
Leave the bliſsful bew'rs awhile, 
Paphos, and the Cyprian ifle ; 
Vint Britain's rocky ſhore, 
Britons, too, thy pow'r adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold and tree, 
Own thy laws, and vield to thee : 
Squree of try heart-felt joy, 
Come, thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte awav, 
This is thine and Hymen's day, 


Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 


Bid her for love's rites prepare ; 

Let the nymphs, with many a flow'r, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow*r, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen, too, be there : 


This is thine and Hymea's day; 


Halte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live, 
Love alone can pleaſuic give; 
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Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 
Idle pageants of the, great ; 

Crowns and ſceptres, envy'd things, 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings, 

Are but childiſh, empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 

Only while we love we live. 


AlL on the pleaſant banks of Tweed, 


* Young Jockey won my heart ; 
None tun'd fo ſweet his oaten reed, 
None {ung with ſo much art: 

His ſkil ful tale, 
Did ſoon prevail 
To make me fondly love him; 
Bur now he hies, 
Nor hears my cries, 
I wou'd I ne er had ſeen him. 


When firſt we met the bonny ſwain 
Of nought but love could fay : 
Oh! give (he cry'd) my heart again, 
You've ſtole my heart away ; 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, 
And IL'Il together join em: 
Mv faithful heart 
_ Will never part. 
Ah! why did I believe him 


Not now my flighted face he knows, 
His ſoon- forgotten dear; 
To a wealthier laſs &erjoy'd he goes, 
To breathe his falſhood there : 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The ſwain's a cheat, 
Nor for a moment truſt him: 


For 


The truth of this maxim Philander could fce, 


For ſhining gold, | 
He's boughr and fold, 
I wou'd I ne 'er had few him. 


RUE bug in retirement can only be found; 
In vain we ſhall ſeek it in pleaſurc's dull 
round : 


When the vot'ry of Cupid was modiſhly free. 

He often reſolv'd to retire from the crowd, 

Quite pall'd with it's ptcaſurcs, fo empty and 
loud ; 

And oft he relaps'd, thro' a whim to he free, 

But at laſt as was reform'd by the Banks of 
the Dec. 


From noiſe and falſe pleaſures, he quickly 
withdrew, 

To taſte of the ſolid, the laſting, and true: 

Grew fond of retirement, nor car'd but for 
three ; 

A friend, and a beok, and the Banks of the 
Dee. 


His fortune was caſy, his mannei polite, 

He read a great dcal, and at times he could 
write ; 

Unmorv'd by ambition, contented and free, 

He often ſung thus, on the Banks of the Dee. 


The monarch, ſtill jealous of plots and deſigns 
Who * at his heart while ia ſplendor he 
ſhines, 
With pity I trace through the ick ſome Levee, 
And blets my kind ſtars for the Yanks of the 
Dee. 


The miſer, how wretched, amidft all his force! 
What he has, he can't taſte, yet he ſighs to 
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While TI with a little am happy and free, 
In a plcaſing retreat on the Banks of the Dee. 


Let Tom, without paſſion, ſtill ſigh for the fair, 
Aﬀet their ſoft manner, and mimick their air, 
Supply them with ſcandal o'er green and bohea, 
Give me a retreat on the Banks of the Dee. 


No duns to moleſt me, no cares to harraſs, 

In pleaſing ſucceſſion the moments will paſs ; 
Ar peace with the world, contented and free, 
I'll live and L'll die on the Banks of the Dee. 


WII. E the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſ- 
ſom, and ſips, 
And mv Jeſſy looks buxom and gay ; 
Let me hang on her neck, and taſte from her 
lips, 


All the ſweets of an April day. 
The mepherd his flock, the ruſtic his plough, 


Thc farmer with joy views his hav, 
And Jefly, my charmer, when milking her 
cow, 
Sings the ſweets of an April day. 


Like ſnow-drops with innocent ſw ectneſs ar- 
rav'd, 
As blithſome and chearful as May, 
My Jeffy, the pride of all the gay mead, 
Sung the ſweets of an April day. 


Remember, dear Jefly, and uſe well your 
w'r, 
Your roſe- buds then pluck while vou may; 
And guiitleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 
For e but an April day. 


have more; 


| Along the margin 0 


N ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Feach fiream, 
Dear 


AT- 
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Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 


The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, | 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Where to my ſwain I oft have * 
Well pleas'd the browzing goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy ſteep they hung. | 
The moſly cave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. | 


Now thro” the trembling vale I paſs, 
And ſizh to fee the well-known ſhade, 
I weep, and kits the bended graſs, 
Where love and Damon fondly play'd, 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I feek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and tountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pitv droops it's head, 

All nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithlefs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill J feek in vais. 


RECITATIVE. 


TH pendant foreſt ſeem'd to ned, 

In drowly fetters bound; 

And fairy elves in circles trod 
The daiſy- painted ground; 

When Daphne ſought the conſcious grove, 
Of ſlighted vows to tell; | 

And thus, to foothe neglected love, 
Invok'd fad Philomel. 


Alx. 
Hither, ſweet nightingale, in haſte, 


Direct thy hov'ring wing; | 


The vernal green's dreary waſt 
Till thou vouchſafe to ſing. vi 

So thrilling ſweet thy numbers flow, 
Thy warbling ſong diſtreſt, 

The tear that tells the lover's woe 
Falls cold upon my breaſt. 


To hear fad Philomel cemplain, 
Will ſoſten my deſpair ; 

Then quickly ſwell thy melting ſtrain, 
And ſoothe a lover's care. 


DER ſmiling Kitty's to my mind, 
She ev'ry way can plcaſe me; 

Good humour'd, faithful, fond, and kind, 
She never tries to teize me. 

Ar home, abroad, by night or day, 
The ſame engaging creature; 

She lets me ever have my way, 
With joy I always meet her. 


To vex or harm a girl fo good, 
Would be a ſhame and pity ; 

I would not injure, if I could, 
My ever ſmiling Kitty. 

To rove abroad from fair to fair, 
Ne longer is mv paſſion ; 

One, only one, is all my care, 
Tho? more is now the faſhion, 


No art's vermillion has ſhe ſhewn, 
She is the child of nature; 

Her face, her ſhape, is all her own, 
And ev'ry other feature. 

From foliy, ſpite, and cunning free, 
She's lively, gay, and witty; 

Her like I ne'er expect to ſee ; 
I't! live and die with Kitty, 


WHEN jemmy firſt began to love, 
He was the gayeſt ſwain 

That ever yet a flock had drove, 

Or danc'd upon the plain; 


My freedom threw away, 

And finding ſweets in ev'ry ſmart, 

I could not ſay him nay ; 

And ever when * talk'd of love, 

He would his eyes decline; 

Ard every ſigh a heart would move, 
Geud faith, and why not mine ? 

He'd preſs my hand, and kits it oft, 
Infilence ſpoke his flame; 

And while he treated me thus ſoft, 

I thought him not to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my flocks with him, 
My Jemmy would invite me, 

Where he the ſofteſt ſongs wou'd ſing, 
On purpoſe to delight me ; 

And Jemmy ev'ry grace difplay'd, 
Which were enough, I trow, 

To conquer any princely maid, 
So he did me, I vow. 

But now for Jemmy I muſt mourn, 
Who to the wars muſt go ; 

His ſheep- hook to a ſword muſt turn, 

Alack ! what ſhall I do? 

His bag pipe into warlike ſounds 

| Muſt now exchanged be; 

Inſtead of bracelets tearful ſounds, 

Then what becomes of me ? 


*Twas then that I, wae's my poor heart, 


* E beaux and ye belles pray attend to my 
"Tis 8 you, and will not be long. 
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Where they romp, ſing, and dance, all che 
day and the night. 

To the camp then all repair, 

Gallant ſwains, and blooming fair; 

Gaily laughing, let us tramp 

To the merry, merry camp. 


Well, who could have thought that war was 
fo charming ! 
Nothing there's in it that can be alarming; 
Nor Nlargate, nor Bath, nor the fam'd Tun- 
bridge Wells, 
Like the camp all our forrow fo fweet! ydiſpels, 
To the camp, &c. 


With parſons, ſquires, clowns, there is ſuch 
intryfion, 
The camp is a type, ſure, of Babel's confu- 


fon ; 


| There hautboys and trumpets, briſk fifes and 
8 


Both charm you and ſtun you with fifty old 


runes. 


| To the camp, &c. 


E'en Cupid, gay Cupid, to Coxheath is come, 
For love he's recruiting with fife and with 
drum ! 5 
A thouſand ſweet damſels he has in his train, 
A heart he now offers each martial young 
{wain. 
To the camp then all repair, 
Gallant ſwains, and blooming fair; 
or laughing, let us tramp 
To the merry, merry camp. 


II paſs no dull, inglorious life, 
At home I will not tarry; 


Ftem the camp [I'm arri d, that ſcene of de- | 
light, | 


I like the drum and martial fife, 
III tothe campwith Harry, 


old 


me, 
vun 


ain, 


ang 
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The peaceful pipe, and ruſtic play, 
No longer is my paſſion; 

If Harry goes, I will nor ſtay, 
For war is now the faſhion. 


Your Jean will not be left behind, 
My heart's to fear a ſtranger ; 
High feas and rocks I'll never mind, 
I laugh at toil and danger. 
I hope he will nor tell me, nay, 
Nor fancy I'm unſteady ; 
If glory calls my ſwain away, 
Love bids me to be ready. 


To other lands, from pleaſant Tweed, 
With him I muſt be flying; 

For ſhady grove; and ——. mead, 
Your Jenny won't be crving. 

Till tumult's o'er, adicu to all, 
Not long I hope to tarrv ; 

I hear the drum's enliv'ning call, 


I muſt be gone with Harry. 


WHERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſtips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, retreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
In a cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and Phebe the fair; 
The dleffings each other receive 
In — en joy ments they ſhare; 
And the lads and the laffes, that dwell on the 
lain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phebe and Colin her 


ſwain. 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride; 
No wanrs can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride, 


He wiſhes no greater delight 

Than ts tend on the lambkins by day, 

And return to his Phebe at night, 

His innocent toil torepay ; | 

{ And = lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to pre- 
vail, 

They're as conſtant as Colin who lives ia the 


dale. 


(If delighted her lover appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejetted, the foothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs; 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 
Thar is practis'd in city and court; 
| Thinks happineſs no where compleat, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort: 
And the lads tell the laſſes they dic in deſpair 
Unleſs they ate Kind as Phebe the fair. 


Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
Aud cach innocent fair-one betray, 

No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey ; 

Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 

The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 

Will dignify theſe of the face ; 

And ye lads and ye lafſes, u hom Hymen has 

join'd, 
Like Colin be conſtant, like Phebe be kind. 


| Way fairies dance round on the graſs, 
And revel to night's awful noon ; 
O fay, will you meet me, twert laſs, 
All by the pale light of the moon ? 
My paſſion I ſeck not to ſcreen, 
Then can I ref uf you 52 ur boon ! 


1 K Pl 
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I meet vou at twelve on the green, He told me his paſſion, like time ſhould en- 
Alt by the pale light of the moon. dure, . c b | 
The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, Thar beauty, which kindled his Fame, would 
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For ſhe of a ſudden forgot all her care, 
And tripp'd it with Strephon awav to the fair; 


Where topknots he bought her, the beſt he | 


could find, 
Like iſe a ſti l for to him ſhe was kind. 


Her looks were delightful, her charms were 
moſt fweet - 

Her drefs, tho' not gaudy, was cleanly and 
ncat 

From pride and ambition the maiden was free, 

Untainted her mind, am ſo virtuous was the. 


The vouth, as he view'd her, the fonder he 
ieee, 

And vow'd he would erer be furhful andtrue: 

He promis'd to banith all forrow and ftrite ; 

And made the dear damſel, next morning, 
his w:tc. 


W HEN ſirſt I faw the graceful maid, 
Ah! me, what mcatit my tho 
S1v, totft confution, art thou love | 
It love thou art, then farewel tet. 


Mith gentle fimiles attwage the pain 
Thete gentle tiles did nr crente; 

And though vou may not love again, 
In pity, ah! forbcar to hate. 


New ſuommer approaches dull inter re- 
ccdes, 


Primroſes and vi'lets adorn ev're hill. 


The lads and the latles trip o'er the precn 
ncads, 
Or fit by meanders Now-murmuring rill. 
While the uplaad, the lowland, the wood 
land, the Lros e, 
And allen, re- cha- -ſweet carol> of love, 


While Colin with Phillis repair to the bow'r, 
To exchange a ſweet kits or plight a fend 
VOW 3; 
Gav Florimel gathers each odorous flow 'r, 
To deck with a chaplet her Wain's south- 
ful brow, 
| Farr Daphne at morn bids adicu to her cot 
And 1cuk5 tlie cool grot or ſecluded alcovu; 
have" Dagion ſhe greets at the critical 1pot ; 
His heart leaps for joy at the ſight of his love, 
When Pha ins fortakes this 
Aud finks in tof* rapture on Thetis' tail 
hreaff, 
For the weiritome labour of rivoarons Gay 
Balmy fleep has an adcquare portiui of geit. 


* . * 
IWMrer tion cla. 


} 
| 


| 
| 


| 


WIEN larks foriake the fow'ry pian, 


And love's wett number 


'- 1 
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Were mine, ye great, vour envy diet, 
In gilded courts to dweil, 

I'd leave them for alonely cots 

VW iti love and Flore. 


N EN &rf you woo'd we to comply, 
And rmightiny heart to àuttez, 
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You ſaid vou ne er wou'd from me fly, 
As plain as tongue could utter; 

That you'd beev'ry thing that's dear, 
Of joy you'd not bereave me ; 

I'd all to hope, and nought to fear, 
Then ſure you will not leave me 


Were I ſo wickedly inclin'd, 
I might abuſe the leiſure ; 


I know who wou'd be fond and kind, . 


And think attendance pleaſure : 
But I to honour will be true, 

And never once deceive ye ; 
What's juſt to plighted love I'll do, 

Then ſure you will not leave me. 


Sav, ſay the word you will not go, 
or cruel let me and ye, 

With you all riſk and tor] L'Il know, 
But cannot ſtay behind ye. 

Tho left on Tueed's or Thames? ſmooth de, 
Vour abſence ſure would grieve me; 

O what a pain it is to chide ! 
Sure, ſure you will not leave me. 


THE ſun juſt glancing thro? the trees 
Gave light and joy to ilka grove, 
And plcaſure in each ſouthern breeze, 
| Awaken'd hope and flumb'ring love. 
When Jenny ſung with hearty glee 
To charm her winſome marrow, 
My bonny laddie gang with me, 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 
Young Sandy was the blitheſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae : 
No laſs cou'd ken him free fra pain, : 


So graceful, kind, fo fair and ga 
f 2 ; 


And Jenny ſung, &c. 
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He k iſs d and jov'd the bonny maid, 

Her ſparkling een had won his heart ; 
No laſs the youth had e' er betray'd, 
No fear: had ſhe, the lad no art. 
And ſtill ſhe ſung, &c. 


pow pleas'd within my native bowers 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day 
Was ever ſcene fo deck'd with flowers) 
Were ever flowers ſo gay ? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round 

The river gliding down the dale, 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes 
I ſpeed to meet my dcar, 

Thar hill and ftream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I fee : 

Their verdant hill, and ſilver ſtream, 
Divide my love and me. 


I Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſou] 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 

Whoſe patlions at beneath controul, 
With love and honour join'd. 

The oak, bv woodbines on the plain, 
Encompaſs'd and carefſs'd. 

Is not more ſtedfaſt in it's reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs d. 


| The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows, and like noiſc, 
Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 


That ſober ſenſe enjovs ; 
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But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And tzaſts both car and ſitzht, 

While ev'ry ting that virtue fears 
Can give no true delight. 


T the birth-day of Phillis, hark how the 
birds ſing, 
Their notes are remarkably ſwect; 
The villagers bruught all the honours of ſpring 
And ſcatterid their pride at her feet. 
Wich ribbands and roſes her lambkins are 
crown'd, 
Awhile they reſpectfully ſtand, 
Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they 
bound, 


But firſt take a kiſs from her hand. 
Mongſt fcpherds in all the gay round of the 


vear, 

This, this is their principal day; 

It gave Phillis birth, and pray what can appear 

| More lovely, more pleaſingly gay) 

Hark, hark! how the tabor enlivens the ſcene, 
Ye lads with your laſſes advance ; 

Tis charming to tporton a daiſy-drefs'd green 
And Phillis ſhall lead up the dance. | 


The ſun, (and he ſhines in his brighteſt array, 
As if on this feſtival proud) 
In order to give us a beautiful day, 
Has banith'd each travelling cloud: 
The prictt. paſs'd along, and my ſhepherdefs | 
Egk d. | 
Sweet Philis ! I knew what ſhe meant: 
We ſtole from the paſtimes, I made her my 
bride ; 
Her tigh was the ſigh cf conſen- 


or |] 


OFEN deſert plains, and ruſhy meers, 
And wither'd heatis I rove ; 
Where tree nor ſpire, nor cut appears, 
I paſs to mect my love. 


But tho' my paths were damaſk'd o'er 
With beauties c'er ſo fine; 

My buty thoughts would fly before 
To fix alvne---on thine. | 

No fir-crown'd hilis cou'd give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye; 

No prramid”s acrial height, 
Where mould'ring monarchs lie. 

Unmov'd, ſhould caſtern kings advance: 
Could I the pageant fee : | 

Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 
Not fical one thought from thee. 


OW oft, Louiſa, haf thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difown) 
Thou would'| not loſe Anthonio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke fo kind 
And by this hand I preſs'd to mine 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I ſwear I would not part with thine. 
Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 
Who own what kingdoms . buy! 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


| Thus uncontroui'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's cxhauſtleſs mine, 
Do thou taatch treaſures from my lips, 


And I'll take Kingdoms back from thige. 
K 3 | O Nazcy, 


— 
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O Nancy ' canft thou love i true, 
Thro' perils keen me to go; 
r when thy fwain mithap thall two, 
To ſhare with him the hang of wor 7 
da v. ſhould ditcaic or pata bot al, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurte's care; 
Nor, wiltful, thote gav ſcenes real 
Wher thou wett frrett of the fair 
And when at Uiſt thy lone 
Wilt lu rective h uh 1 arting breath? 
Wilt thas ren! ets cach ills ney 13! TR is 
And chear v. ch üniles the De: To death? 2 
And wilt thou oer his breathlet- 
crew flowcrs, and Arop the ten er rcar ; 
Near then regret tis ae ſcenes fo + 
Where thou wert faireſt of Mo fare : 


„ 


U J : 
1] Je, 


CTREPHON are at carly dawn, 


- = "ay 
And ſoughtas wont his fleecy cure; 


DA a» cy gy 5 1 a 
. Accc Y Carte; 5604 I ere C OUT, 
* * 
4 Nor k ac wn a 


1 1 i” 1 y * * 
SAEEE le M2C141, 1 ICTC ;: 


* 
— 


[Mu 1 pole 


In va;n esch lil, in vain og dale, 
a. li dell. cacti By. qt Cc Ty : AN 24 . 


©. l 1 | = r 4 * ' 9 41 
Ear , trieiz Wand nd "ne Iv Late, 

* * 1 - X 3 * £ . * — 

Pt not orc lambein could be found. 
"a: $3 8 
© rity, be arti, my flocks are fle, 

+1 o * - 
H:> hail 1 eertiy grief atfwinre 


Lins thai chear the droopmy head, 
 pevert'y mould mark my age! 
co. IAI love; miskortune's dirt 
|< ves inte: l 279 55 '$ ent in Van , 
ale arty 
1 ugh if 11 and mile at pain. 
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bono ey ry lambkia devious ſtraw, 
Aud grace our ent ious nutghbours folds, 
nom or can thy Cu lia's feul difnav, 
While Str phon to her breatt Ihe holds, 
Sind ics *I. warmett thanks, Otake 
Hence alt thou be mv Oni Calit; 
If I thv virtues 2 tort; de, 
Nay Heav'n regardlef., hea: my prax' r. 


' 1 (! ax 4 [14 To 


It from thy lovely form mine ces 
Stiould {vv CIVe ut in the It {ft dere: 
Thy dear idea will arit 5 
And lead the wand' rei Tk > to the 
Thus long they liv'd, and len, te ts RN d, 
As oft Ive heard tlic K „ry de 
Kind Heav'n their fentitde agp and, 


* "Uh 
And amply fill'd the thepherd's 101d. 


OUNG Jockey fought my heart t . 
And woo'd as Lov 
I, vers'd in all our cx hcart, 
Did juſt as mardens do: 
Whareer he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſh at 
And chen ke preſs'd his fate ro know, 
"I was, Pr'tthee, foul be quick, 


"CIS WOO ; 


round; 


A 


13 
Month after month, of am'rous pain No pleatue Treath that Toakey don't ihere; 
He made a mighty futs : I: L yg me to ah, I trum tear fcarce te- 


Why if, you know, one loves a ſwain, 
is wrong to ſay one does : 

He told me p.thon could not live 
Without more pleating diet; 

And prav what anfwer could [ give, 
But, Pi*;rhce, fool, be quict * 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 
And likc a man he cry'd, 

Thy hand, mv dear, this very day 
Shall Celia be my bride : 

Convinc't he would have teiz'd me till, 
could not well deny it; 

And now, delicve me. when Iwill, 
[ make the fool be quict. 


M* e pherd is gone fat away oer the plain, 

While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to 

remain ; 

Tho' pPluc- bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

Thu” trees are in bloſſom, and tweet blows the 

thorn ; 

No pleaiure they give me, in vain they look 
Lan, 

There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jucke\*> 
day; 

F-oriurn | tit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 

Hunte, hattc, to my arms my dear Jockey again. 

When lads and their lafles are on the 
met, 

They dance and they fing 
the v chat, 

Contented and happy, with hearts full of gice; 

þ can't without envy their merriment ec: 

Thoſe plcatures offend me, my ſhepherd's not 
the ICy 


green 


they laugh and 


8. 


] 


| 


F 
; 


| 


—  _ — 


tram, 


And with my dear Jockey zeturn'd back again. 


But lope the tüſtain me, nor will 1 deſpair, 
He prom, 'd he wou'd wa tortnighe be here ;; * 
On fond expectation mv withes I'l1 feat, 

For love ind deat Jocke\ to Jenny will katte 
Then farewel cach care, adicu each vain ſighs 
Wil then Le fo bleft, or fo happy as 1? 
Pi tin; on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 


When Juckey returns tomy arms back again 


OV che -arful, long the gay mecad, 
The daily and cowflip appear? 
The flocks, as they carcletslv feed, 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 


The mvriles that thade the gay bow'rs, 
The berbage that ſprings from the fod, 
Trees, plants, con ling fruits, and ſweet flow'rs 
All ritcro the praiſe of my God. 
Shail man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſeutible prove! 
Forbid it, fair gratitude's call, 
Fot bid it — and love. 


The Lord, who ſuch wonders could raiſc, 


Ard fill can deftroy with a nod, 
Mr lips ſhall inceflantly praiſe: 
M. wu thall be wrapt in my God. 


81 {LPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Hove vou ſcen my Anna? 
Pride of ev'ry thady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
for ber my home forſook, 
| Near you inifty ruvuatain ; 


Left 


( 


i.cft my flock, me pipe, my crook, | 
Greenwood mae de, 1nd funtains 


Never ſha:! tee hen mores, 
Until tet retttr ning ; 
All ri o of lite are ier, 
From e _ change de maurning. 
Wnither ie mn, churmner een: 
Sue pt nds, Wal me vhither? 
Ah woe tor me. perhaps fhe” Jonce 
For ever, and for ever. 


PERF. e the mii of baſhrul Nfroen, 
4 1 IKCW e *0 the widow 62 t het * 
Fiero”, to the bold and ext t,t . oucan, 
And he! tc the houtewitec that's taritty, 
Let the toult pals, 
Driak to the lat, 
I warrant the'!! prove m excale for the plaſs. 


Here to the marden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And lihew iſe ro her that has none, Sir; 
Icsc“ tothe mand with a pair of blue eves, 
And here is to her that's but one, Su, 
Let il;c roaſt , &c. 


Here's to the mad with a boſom of thow, 

And to her that's as brown as * betrix; 

And herc's ro the wife with a face tuli of woe, 

And here's tc the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt pats, &c. 


Let her be clumnfy, or let her be ſlim. 
Young, or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
9G fill the pint bumper quite up to the brun, 
And c' en let us toaſt them together. 
IL et the roaſt pats, 
Drin to the tafs, 
I warram he“! prove aa excuſe for the glaſs, 


W117 carl: horn ſalur 


14 J 
tie morn 


1 H. at vilds ti bod cha: r ning Place! 


With cheat ful crie uid EcC!19 rite, 


And win the jovial chuce. 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving w ods. 
The chryſtai foods, 
Ah, all return th'caliveuiag found, 
g\ EET Echo ' fwecteſt nymph, that liv's 
unden 
Within thy airy cell, 
Bu flow 2 s margin green, 
Ang in the violct-embroider'd vale, 
Wucrdethe love-lorn nightingale 
N:vHirly rorhee her fad ſong mourveth well, 
Cant thou not tell me of a gentle pai, 
Thar likeft thy Narciſſus are ? 
O! if you have 
Hil num in forme low'ry cave; 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere? 
So mav 't thou be tranſlated tothe ſkies, 
And give retounding grace to all heaven's 
harmonmecs ! 


WHAT: 2 pother 15 made with all thoſe fine 
names, 
Of love and of darts, and of fires and flames; 
Will ſuch pretty fancies e'er comfort the cold, 
Or ter the mill going like fov l gold. 
Derry down, &c. 


Has be: wry the power to pleaſe ev'ry ſeft, 
Aud incv'ry ſtation to purchaſe reſpeCt ? 
Fur lose was a kingdom or ftate ever fold, 
Indeed for no love but the love of good gold. 
Derry down, &c. 


| "Tis 


8 5 
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"Tis this that improves ev' ry virtue and grace, 

And gives life and perfection to every face; 

Nor was any one yet either ugly or old, 

Whoſe 4 . were lined with good ftcrling 
gold. 


Without it in wedlock could any be bleft, 

The voung ones arc ſqualling ; the wie muſt 
be dreſt; 

Bur i'f1ith let them ſquall, and let madam 
tcold, 

There's muſic drowns both in the chunk of 
her goid. 


Take your fine wife to market, and ſwear 
vou adore her, 

There's nougtit in the world vou value be- 
tore her ; 

Vet in buving a divner, [i] venture to hald, 

*The king's picture husten times more charms 
in gold. 


in love, law and ſtate, if a favour vou'd gain, 

Without this gran picader \ our lavour's in 
Van ; | 

And fince mone gains all things, vou need 
not be told, | 

That the perſon gains all things who gains 
mighty gold. 


N a. frcamore ſhade as I ſat t'other Car, 
* As b lithie as the bids in the giove; 
It happen'd young Damon vas walking that 
M aV, ; 
Who often had hinted his love. 
J roſe to be gone as | faw him appear, 
Then kuceling, he begg'd I'd not fv ; 
So ſoft were his accents, they baniſh'd my 
fears, 


I cou'd net the ſhepherd deny. 


He begg'd me to far, whilt his with he ex- 
preft, 
And ſwore that ke meant me no harm; 
My hand to his boſom he e24erly preft, 
Which throbbing cont “ the alarm : 
My cheeks he declar'd wore tie Liuſh uf the 
role, 
My hand with the lilly might vie; 
That my breath was much fwecter than either 
of thoſe, 
Ali thus I was forc'd to deny. 
He ſaid he ſhould languith and die wih def- 
air, 
Unlets T requited his lov- ; 
And pray'd me to end ail is Forrow and cares, 
For truer no {wain e'cr could prove, 
He begg'd that a day I would ſpecdily name, 
And waited to hear my reply ; 
Mr bluthes contefs'd that I felt all his fame, 
Nor could I the ihcpherd deny. 


Next morn to the church with my Damon I 
went, 
And gave him my hand and mv heart; 
E'er fince have my days bern in happineſs 
ſpent, 
Which Hymen alone can impart. 
Then hear me, ve nymphs, wio are youth- 


ful and gay, 


From the thepherd you love never fly; 


The ipriag of your lives will too ſoon giide 
Aas, 
Beware, leſt too oft you deny. 


Ou ſpread thy rich mantle, ſweet May 


o'er the ground, - 


| 


Drive ttc blatts of Keen winrer away; 


Ler 


Let the birds ſweetly carrol, thy flow rets 
{mile around, 
And let us with all nature be gay. 


Let ſpleen, ſpite, and envy, thoſe clouds of 
the mind, 
Bc difpcrs'd by the funthine of joy; 
The plcaturces of Eden had pleſ d human 
kind, 
Had no fiend entcr'd there to deſtrov. 


As May with her funſhine can varm the cold 
carth, 
Let each fair with the feifon improve 
Be widows reftor'd from their mourning to 
mirth, 
And hard-hcartcd maid yield: 


With the treaſures of ſpring, let the village 
be drefs'd, 
Its jovs let the ſeaſon impart ; 
When rapture fweils high, and o'crfiows 
from cach brcalt, 
"Tis the May of the mind and the heart, 


love. 


WHAT tho” his guilt my heart hath torn ! 
Yer lovely is his mien; 
His eyes mild op'ning as the morn, 
Round him each grace is feen : 
But oh ! ye nymplio, your loves ne'er let him 
win, 
For oh ! deceit and falſhood dwell within. 


From his red lip his accents ftule 
Soft as kind vernal ſnows, 
Melting they came, and in the oul 
Deſire and joy aroſe: 
But oh! ye nymphs, ne'er liſten to his art, 
For oh! baſe talthood raukles in his heart, 


| 


| Had ! 


| A Poer there was, 
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He left me in this lonely ſtate 
He fled and let: me here, 
Another Ariadne's fate, 
To mourn the live-long year; 
He fled,---but oh ! what pains the heart mutt 
rove, 
When we reveal the crimes of him we love 


and he liv'd in a garret, 
And he quaft'd poor tmal! beer, tho' he 
ſung of good claret ; 
A damicl ke married both buxom and fair,. 
And the figit'd took on for a chariot and 
chair. 
Derry down, &c. 
One day as this bardling was ſcribbling a 
nov ;el, 
His tingers in ink and his head im 2 bog; 
ths ſpouſe in 1dea was building a palace, 
Ard tripping in tancy from Dover to Calais. 
Derry down, &c. 
a good fortune; dear rhime well ſaid 
the, 
I'd ſkim round the globe in m gilt vis-a-vis. 
I'd have taſſels before and gav trimmings be- 
hind, 
And 1'd move as I ſprung on the ſprings of 
the wind. 
Derry down, &c, 


Here John bring my carriage and whirl me 


ava, 
Firit a ſtroll in the Park, then a pcep at the 
lay : 
Now ye gods I'd ftep out, and now I'd ftep 
al te, 


* 


Change my dreſs, my diverſions, and mind 
in a minute. 
Derry down, &c. 
And would not all this my dear bard be moſt 
charming, 


To my pride be moſt ſoothing, to patlions 
4 | 


alarming ; 
And then as I fit in mv delicate jacket, 
How I'd tire all the foiks with my rattle and 
racket. 
Derrv down, &c. 
Al! this ſuid rhe poet is brave and uncommon, 
And enou:;h I confeſs to diſtract a fine wo- 
man; 
Bur chile vou are thus dreffin 
aud your head, 
I ain diyzing away for our butter and bread. 
Derry down, &&. 


"our hcart 


Since tuch is dur fate Dame, I pr'sthee be 
quiet, ; 

For how can I write white zou make ſuch a 
riot; 

Conſider good woman, we 2 live upon verſes. 

And mutt only be puorer while yuu tack of 
pur ſes. 


Perry down, &c. 


A what can defend a poor maiden from 
love, 

Ye prudes your expedient impart ; 

This pleafing intruder how thall I remove, 
And guard the ſoft pats of my heart. 

Af mothers and wives how wretched the lives, 
Your's alone is the ſenſible plan; 

They only are bleſt like vou who deteſt, 
That horrible creature, call'd man. 
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But when at our feet the fond wrctches we 


view, 
Eow can one refuls * em, 
Or ſcornfully uſe em? 
Ah! was it vour Caſe ye coy virgins cou'd 
yous 


HE wretch condemn'd with life to part, 
Yet, yet, on hope relies ; 
And the laſt high that rends his hcart, 
ids expectation riſe. 


Hopc, like the glimm'ring tapers light, 


Adorns and cheers our way ; 
And trill as darker grows the night, 
Emits a brighter ray. 


F. INE ladies may tell us 
They hate pretty fellows, 
Deſyite little Cup his quiver and dart, 
But when love's onty by, 
Not a prude will denv, 
Tlat man tho a tyrant's the lord of her heart. 
So bewitching a creature ! 
So nobic cach feature! 
boſon cuimnands mc to rake his dear 
part; 
Then how can I conceal | 
Wh at mY ce Will reveal? 


Thu he muſt, and he will Le thc lord of 


1125 heart. 
ou who tor tall for the land of de- 


At 
liglit. 


Who in vedlock's loft hammock would ſwing 


eviry night: 
Lf you ho; or yorave ſacceſsful Wall 
11 


My 


% + 7 
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Fil your fails with affection, your cabbins |] 
v. ith love. 
Fili your fails, &c, 


Let your hears, like ur main-maſt, be ever 
upright, 

And the union you boa, like your tackle be 
tiglit; 

Of the thuals of indiff'rence be ſure to keep 
clcar, 

And the quickfands of jealouſy never come 
near. 


And the quickſands, &c. 
If vapours and whims, like fea ſickneſs pre- 


rail, 

You muſt ſpread all your canvas, and catch 
the freſh Sale; ; — 

But if briſk blows the wind, and there comes 
a rough tra, 

Then lower your topſails, and ſcud under 


lee. 
Then lower, &c. 


If kuſtards, you hope to live peaceable lives, 
Keep the reckoning; yourtelves, give the helm 
to your w wes ; | 
For the evener we go, bors, the better we. 
fail, 
And on ſhipboard the head is ſtill rul'd by 
ms rail, 
Au on ttipboard, &c. 


Then liſten to capſtern, my lads, and be 


veite, 

I: my prec2pts you fcorn and my maxims de- 
wie ; 4 

A brace of proud artiers your brow may 
AGOrt, 

Axa him! 26 one, but you double Cape 


e n. 


(el E Ifaac the nymph who no beauty can 
boaſt, 


Burt health, and good humour to make her 


his toaſt; 

If ſtraight, 1 don't mind whether flender or 
fat, 

And fix feet or four we'll ne'er quarrel 
for that. : 

Whatc'er her complexion, I vow I don't 
carc, 


If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 

And thy in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould 
fee, 

Let her ſmile, and cach dell is a dimple tome. 

Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were 
ſcen, 

And ber ces may be e'en any colour but 
8¹ cen; 

For in ces, tho' 
. 

I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. 


'Tis true I'd difpenſe with a ehrone on her 
back, 

And wiiite teeth, I own, are genteeler than 
black ; 

A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 

But I only defire the may*nt have a beard. 


ſo various the lufre and 


A PIEU thou dreary pile where never dies 
Tue ſullen echo of repentant fighs ! 

Ye fifter mourners of each lonely cell, 

Inur'd to hymns and forrow, fare ve well ! 

For happier ſcenes I fly your darkiome grove 

To faiuts a prifon but a tomb to love. 


IN 
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N the prattliag hours of youth, 
Artleſs nature leagues with truth; 
Oft we laugh and oft we cry, 
When perhaps we know not why. 
But when varied hapes and fears 
Mark the courſe of riper years ; 
If we finile, or if we ſigh, 
Do you thiak we know not why 2 
Queſtion'd then of flames and darts, 
Broken vows, and bleeding hearts; 
If our purpoſe we deny, 
Don't fuppoſe we know not why. 


H O W hard our hapleſs lot appcars, 
As virgin oras wife 
Reſtrain d in all our carl years, 
Diſtreſs'd in later lite! 
If fond affeftion warms our hearts, 
Too oft unfecling man. 
From faith, from truth, from love departs, 
And triumphs where he can. 


T H E wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence 1a lite to gain; 

Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 

To find at laſt content and caſe; 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his native ſhot e. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 


And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 

Tho” deathful waves ſurcounding foam, 

Still flatt' ring fancy watts him home; 
In hopes when toil and danger's Oer, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 

When round the bow! the jovial crow 

The early ſcenes of youtli eres; 


Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt! 
May we when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. 


CO ME ye venal flaves of wan, 
Boaſt your bate alliance; 
Britain's thunder, heard from far, 
Boldly bids detiance. 
Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Truc to ancient tory, 
Freedom's ſons, on freedom's ground 
Will und the road to glory. . 
het tho' haughty Spain we find. 
| Will no more differ ble, 
| All the houſe of Bourbon join“, 
Shall not make us tremble. 
| Beat thc drum, &c. 
Juſtice animates the fight, 
Fame her trump will tender; 
Conqueſt ſha}! ſupport our right, 
And perfide fuirender. 
Beat he drum, &c. 


3 


Let the light-hecl'd troops of France 
Cesme ſo fleck and taper, 
| wVe can teach them how to dance, 
And make them cut a caper. 
Bring the flutes, the fiddles bring, 
Rear the ſilken banners, 
Tho we fight, we'll dance and fing, 
And drub them with good mannurs. 


6 O high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, 
The ſailors heart 15 true, 
In adverſe or in proſp'rous fate, 
He 10ins the 'Uy tal SCN ;; 


| L 


Then 


Then toiling carly, watching late, 
Defends his king and country's cauſe, 
In hopes to > be, 
When come from fea, 
Chear'd with applaute. 


At home when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wiic* the lis eliéſt of the inrony 4 
Or when care tnks his fprits down ; 
Her « ndearing mile 
Rew:rds his toil, 
And greets ins fav ite long. 


Go lugh, SO. 


So when the nuptial Knot 15 tv'd, 
Our tricadthep cloſer will cenent 7 
Each 3 In vel! I: asl 171 * Hlooming 10 ice, 
And glad mnare m heart, content. 
III graſpy i e hand which made her nume. 
Jo ſocial ſcentes mu hours teten. 
While all the wonted Gran fen in 
Go high, gulow, & 


s | I ſie? t. were Freon ehe lo! 


Youny Colin met me in the grove. 
And told me tender tales of love : 
Was e'cr a frram fo Meth as he, 
So kind, 10 faithf: an 1 to rec 
In ſpite of all my Gays CO 10 . 
Young Colin fiole my Heart away. 
And when he trips the meadow along, 
He ſweet! TT Ns tl: CW AO, Hack” 5 10 B 
And when he dane es on the green,; 
There's none ſo blvthe a3 Colin ed. 
For when he's by 'S nothing hoe , 
For I alohe am ali his cave 


In ſpitc, &c. 


were gav, 
And birds vere finging on ench ſpray; 


110 J 


My mother chidcs me that I roam, 
And feems ſurpriz'd I quit my home; 
She would not wonder why I rove 
Did the but know how much I love; 
Full well L know the generous fwain, 
He neter will give my boſom pain. 

In ſp:tc, &c. 


=O 


Te F. mind of a woman can mee ut 
DOWN, 


Vou never can gueſs it a right, 
II tell vou the rcaton the knows not her own, 
| She changes ſo often e'er night. 
T*'wou'd puzzle Apollo her whitutics to for- 
love, 
His or; c'e wou'd be a eſt, 
Stiel frown when ſhe's Kind, fhe'it change 
line the wind, 
And often abuſes 
he man that ſhe chuſes, 
Ind hau the refuſes likes beſt. 


Fo keep them in temper I'll tell you the wa, 
I'd have you give hear ro my plan, 
Be m-11 7 ind chcartul, rvod-humvar'd and 
Wal, 
And kiſs thaw a5 oft as you can. 
For while you do thefe, you the ladies wit. 
plete 
Their ati<&10n5 vour ſure for to gain, 
Then be of their mind, 
And quickly vou'll find 


C2 _—_— 


—_—y 


Ii, derter than wrangling contending an.) 
, ſangling, 
For they'll love you and Kits you again 
f FT others Damon's praiſe rchearſe 
ol Or Co:m's. at theit wall, 
mes 


WE 


| . G * 


1 


I mean to ſing in ruſtic verſe 
Y oung Strephon, voung Strephon, young 
Strephon of the Hill. 


As once I fat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhou'd my folitude invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill. 


He tap'd my ſhoulder ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
| cou'd not take it ill; 

For nothing lure is done amiſs, 
By Strephon of the Hill. 


Conſent O lovely maid he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy fwain to kill; 
Content this tay to be the bride, 

Of Strephon of the Hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
Sce how thev fit ws bill ; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away, 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill ; 

May every nymph be bleſt like me, 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


COM E fancy thou who canſt regain, 
4 What time with impious flight; 

lildeems his own and tries in vain, 
To veil in endlets night. 

Oh ! give me eber the golden rays, 
Are from the ſky withdrawn, 

With raptur'd eye once more to trace 
The cottage on the lawn. 

There friendſhip, love, the ev'ning crown'd, 
There hail'd the riſing day, 

The brook, the meadow ſmil'd around, 
And all was {weet and zay 


ö 


| 
| 


Within yon grove, the feather'd race, 
Made vocal eve and dawn, 

And in their cairols ſcem to praiſe, 
The cottage on the lawn. 

O form my mind thete happy ſcencs, 
May no ideas chace, 

Ambition and his golden dreams, 
Would ill ſupply the place; 

The charms that power or wealth convey 
From me be all withdrawn ; 

So I may chaunt in humble lay 
The cottage of the lawn. 


E T ladies gav for plcafurc coam ; 
And flirt it through the town, 
I mcan to ſeck my ons at home : 
Such jovs as Hymen crown, 
From wedlock's bounds, I' not depart ; 
Nor take a wider courlc, | 
But with my hand, I'll give my heart 
For better and for Worte. 
Thro' faſhion's rout, and folly's maze, 
I ne'er will vainly prove: 
But prudence ſhall direct my ways; 
And conſtancy mv love. 
No paſſion fond, ſhall man impart 
That flows from router tuurce ; 
As with my hand, I'll give my heart 
For better, and tor worte, 
No apiſh fop, nor for, nor rake, 
My favour thai! attain : 
No antiquated lord, I'll take; 
Nor thare the mitcr's gun. 

Of fool, or Knave, wito acts the part. 
Would prove to me a curſe - 
Since, with my hand, Ill give my lent, 

For better ind tor worte. 


OME now all rev ſocial powers, 
Shed vour influence o'er us, 

Cron with joy the prefent hours 

And caiiven thofe hefore us. 

Pring the flak the ruſtic bring, 

Joy flv! quickly nnd us, 

Laugh and drink. ae and ſing 

And caſt dull care behind us. 


Friendſhip with thy power divine, 
Brigluen all our features; 
Whit but friendſhip, love and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures ? 
Ering the flaſk, &c. 


Love the godhead I adore, 
Source of generous paſhon ; 
But we'll ne'er bow down before 
Thote idols, wealth or faſhion. 
Bring tlie flaſk, &c. 
Why the plague ſhould we be {a1 ? 
Mhile on carth we mculder ; 
Whether we're merry, grave or mad, 
We every day grow older. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Then fince time will ſteal away, 
In ſpite of all our torrows ; 
Heigluen every joy to dav, 
And never mind to-morrov, 
Bring the fiaſk, &c. 


WE AT chearful ſounds ſalute our cars, 
And echo o'er the lawn 

Behold the loaded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn: 

The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 

With ruftic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt home, 
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The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on lugh, 
Within the barn are ſtor'd ; 

The careful hind, with ſecret joy, 

Exulting, views his hoard. 

His labours paſt, he counts his gains ; 

And, freed from anxious care, 

His caſks arc broach'd - the ſun-burnt \wains 
H1s rural plenty ſhare. 


In dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 

All ple the ſpicy bowl : 

And ne and harmleſs merriment 
Expand the artlefs foul, 

Young Colin whifpers Roſalind, 
Who ft1!l reap'd by his fide; 

And plights his troth it ſhe prove kind 
To take her for his bride. 


For ;ovs like theſe, through circling vear:, 
Their toilfome tak ther tend: 

The hind fuccerhive inbovurs bears, 
In proſe? of the end: 

Inf, ring. er winter, ſows his ſcod, 
Manu cs Or tills the ſoil; 

In fummer various cares {vcceed ; 
But harveſt crowns his teil. 

W HEN wars alarm entic'd my Willy 

from me, 

My poor heart with grief did ſigh, 

Eacii fond remembrance brought fret ſorrow 

CN me be 

I woke cer vet the morn was nigh, 

| No other could de! ight him, 

Ah why did leber flight him? 

| Coidis anfw ering his fond tale, 

| Which drove him far, amidſt the rage of war, 


| And left ſilly me thus to bewail. 
Ne ot er could Evlight him, &c. 


Bu: 


ins 


f war, 


Bu: 


BWW 


Burt I no longer tho? a maid £::2ken, 
Thus will 1 mourn ik yunder dove 
For c're the lark to-morrow fhast be 3 
I will feek my abſent love : 
The hoſtile country over, 
I'll to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning every threat” ning fear, 
Nor diſtant ſhore, nor cannon's roar, 
Shall longer keep mne from my dear, 
The hoſtile country over, &c, 


WILLIAM and NAN NY. 
8 E E, the lilly ſilver white 
we the rote with bluſhes brignt ? 
Cou'd they both in one combine, 
Matchlefs u u'd their beautics ine. 
But that bleſt unrival'd grace, 
Is only found! in Nanny's face. 


NANNY, 
Lively 1s the breezy morn, 
When the dew-drop decks the thorn ; 
Gentle is the ober eve, 
When the flocks their paſtures leave 
Such life tuch gentleneſs arc join'd, 
Aud meet at once in William's mind. 
DUET, 


Sweet the lillv's ſnowy blooms ! 
Swect the roſe's freſh periume 
Sweet the morn's enliv*ning ray! 
Swect the gentle cloſe of day! 
Bur ah! What can mortals prove 
Halt to ſwect as mutual love ? 


A S now my bloom comes on apace, 
The ſwains begin to teize me, 

But two who claim the foremoſt place , 

Try ditferent ways to pleaſe me; 


| 


& þ HEN farewel my trim-built wherry, 


To judge aright, and chuſe the beſt, 
Is not fo bon decided. 

When both their merits are expreſt, 
I may be le divided. 

Palcmon's ock unnumber 'd ſtray 
Hie's rich beyond all nNCatur 

Would I but Imi! C, SC kind, an © 4) + 
He'd give me ail his tresture 

But then our vcoars fo diſigree, 
So much as I remember, 


It is but May Pin ſure with me, 


With him it is December. 
Can I who ſcarcelr an: in bloom, 
Let froſt and frow be tuing, 
'T would ſpoil exch ripening * 
Bring every charm ty ry : 
For dreſi and ſhow to touch wy pride, 
My little heart is panting, 
But then there's ſomething ah beſides, 
I ſoon ſhould nnd was wanting. 


4 Fa | Fe) 0 e 


Then, Colin, thou my choice ſhalt g 
For thou wilt ne'er decorve me, 
And grey-hair'd wealth thall plead in vain, 

For thou haſt none to give we; 

My fancy paints thee full of ch 12S, 
'T iy looks {© young and te: ie der, 
Love beats his new and fond alar:us, 

To thec I now ſurrender. 


in, 


Oars, and coat and bad, ge, far ewel ; 
Never more at Cheltea Ferry, 
Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. 
But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
In the battles heat I go; 


L Were 


Where ep * to every dn. er. 
Some friendle ball fhall lay ine low. 


Then mav-hap when homeward ſteering, 
Wun the news we met nates come; 
Even vou, tac Fory earin -. 
With a ſigh may cr fpcor Tom ! 


I APPY the nymphohbone er. can no 
Dit aftions which from riches grow, 

Remo d at ditt.nee from the great, 

Who willing hives 'n love eſtate. 

One fountain is rr me . and her drink, | 
Anda if the's pleas” i, whos others think; 
matters not- ot 1oV cue, 
Bie ſt in the little henben has Cont, 

Her erly pride is that thc's poor; 

Poor but content. 


Courted a lafs that lir'd over the lee, 
Whoſe mannes were gentle, engaging 
and free, 
Her name it was pretty voung Par, 
Yet whene'er my paition to her I wou'd own, 
. She'd always be ervins---Do let me alane, 
Pſhaw ! what the Hague would you be at. 
It happen d one ev'ving upon the green grats, 
A few harmlets hours in order to pals ; 
I huge d her as by her I fat 
But, lud who ccu'd think it the cail'd me 
a drone, 

Avain fivivy---Shepherd---Do let me alone, 
Paw) what the plague wou'd you be ar. 
Pedeck'd in me ber for a dance the next davs 
I led her along oer the mendows {fr av 

And + ad nd her ſo much with inv chat; 


1 
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Nor ſcarcely exclaim*l---Do let me alone; 
Plhaw what the plague wou'd you beat. 


At laft by entreitiag I gam'd the cov maid, 
Ani told her mv paſſion on honor was laid; 
When happy and pleas'd was my Par. 
Her manners were ſoften'd and chang'd was 
her teme, 
No more to torment me with---Lct me alone, 
Fihaw ! what the piague wou'd you be at, 


| TP HOUGF H prudence ma prefs me, 


And dute dilticts me, 
Xainſt inglination, O, what can they do! 
No longer a rover, 
Hts follics arc over, 
My heart, my fond heart, favs my Henry 15 
true. 
The bee, thus as chanving, 
From ſweet to ſweet, ranging. 
A roſe ſhould he light on, nc'er wiſhes to 
ſtrav : 
With raptures poſſeſſing 
In one every bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom, he flies far away. 


Win the bee ſucks, there lurk I ; 
a cow{lip's bell I lie : 
There 1 3 when owls do cry, 
On the bar's back I do fly, 
After ſunſet merrily, 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 
Under the bloſſom, that hangs on the bough, 


EASE rude boreas bluſt'ring railer, 
Lu ye landimen all to me, 
Alefimare. 


5 


„ 


15 


buch. 


Natſc. 


Mefimates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſca: 
From bounding billows firſt in motion, 
When the diftant whirtwinds ritc, 
To the rempeſt troubled occan, 
Where the ſeas contend with {kics. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſcly bawling, 
By toptail theets and haulyards ſtand, 
Down top-rallants quick be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-fnils hand boys hand 
Now it ficthens, fer the braces, 
Now the top- ail ſhects let go, 
Luff, boys luff, don't mike wry faces, 
Up vourtop fatls nimbly clew. 


Now all vou on down beds fport! ng, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freth enjoy ments, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms : 


Ruund us ours the tempeſt louder, 


Thank wht feats our mind cnthrall, 
Harder „ it ver blows harder, 


Now again the bo'ſen calls. 


The topfail 1 vards poines tothe wind boys, 
Ser all clear to reef cach courſe ; 
Let the torcthecrt go, don't mind bovs, 
iho' the weather ſhould be worte. 
Fore and aft the ſpritſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear, 
Hands up, each preventer brace fet, 
Man the foreyard, cheer lads cheer, 


Now the dreadful! thunder roaring, 
Peal on pcal contending clath ; 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue light'nings flaih. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black tky 
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Different deaths at once furround 15 
Hark ! what means that ercid ful erF:! 


The foremaſt's gone! cries every ten ud bur. 
O'er the lee tweive fert *bove d- CK : 
A lenk beneath the chelt-trce's theung outs 
Call all hands to clear the wv rick 
Quick the lanvards cut to pieces. 
Come my hearts be ſtout at! bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increaies, 
Four feet v.ater in the hold! 
While o'er the thip wild waves arc beatu ©, 
Me tor wives or children niourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no ret1cating, 
Alas from hence there's no roturn : 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain- pumps are choab'd below. ; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
For only that can fave us now. 


Ober the lee beam is the land boys, 

Let the guns v'erboard be thrown, 

To the pump come every hand buys, 
Sec our mizen-maſt is gone : 

The leak we've found it can't pour fait, 
We're lighten'd her a foot or more, 

Up and rigg a jury fore- maſt, 


| She rights, the rights, boys we're off ſore. 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 
To our fwcoerhearts and our wives : 
Fill it up about thip wheel it, 
Cloſe to th'lips 2 brimmer join ; 
Where's the tempeſt, now who feels it, 
None-=--our danger's drown'd in wine. 
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Hog, tlie 11 1105 i IC unte the bare. 


Stur quite tired with paſtime; olvmpreats 
Nr ad planet, that! eautiru | HONG ; 
Cone no lager endure that mon only 184! 

du un in pleatures, aud tlie but look. on; 
Round About hormed 
Lucma, the; ſ warnte d,. 
And her informed how minded they were, 
Each god and goddets 
Jo take human boudics, 
As lords and ladies to follow the hare. 


Chaſte Diana applauded the morion, 
While pale Proſerpine tut in her pace, 
To guide the we!kin and govern the voccan, 
While the conducted her nephews in chace; 
By her example, 
Their father ro trample, 
The carth old and amplc, they ſoon leave the 
air; 
Neptune the water, 
And u ine liber pater, 
And Mars the ſlaughter to follow the hare. 


Young God Cupid was mounted on Pegaſus, 
Borrow'd of the muſes with Kiffes and 
pravers, 
Stern Alcides upon cloudy Caucaſus, 
Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears: 
Poſtillion of rhe (kv, 
Light-hecl'd Mercury, 


tilticd ay recds : 
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Made his courſer flu fleet as the air; 
While tunctul Apollo, 
The chace did tollow, 

And hoop and hollow boys after the hare, 


Drowned Narciſſus from his metamorphoſis, 
Rous'd bv Eccho new manhood did take; 
Snoriag Somnus upſtarred from cin, e 
Before for a thouſand years he did not 
wike ; 
There was clubſooted, 
Mulciber booted, 
And Pan promoted on Curydon's mare; 
Aolus Avited 
And Momus ſhouted 
| And Palla, poured vet tollow's the Lare 
Humen uſhers the lady Aftrea, 
The ict took hold of Latuna the cold, 
Ceres the brown with briglu Curherc: | 
Thetis the wanton Bellona the bold; 
Shamefac'd Aurcra, 
Wirth vwirty P dee 
And Maia with Flora did company bear : 
But Juno was ſtated, 
Too high ro be mated, 
Altho' the hated not hunting the harc. 


Three brown bowls to th' olympical rector, 
The Troy born boy prefcnts on his kace ; 
Jove to Phatbus carouſcs in nectar, 
And Phxbus to Hermes and Hermes to me. 
Wherewith infutcd, 
[ piped and muted, 
In language unuſed, their ſports to declarc 
T ill the houſe of Jove, 
Like the ſpheres did move, 
Health to thoſe tliat love hunting the hare. 
IN 


no 
ce; 


me. 
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N vain to keep my heart you ſtrive, 
Aud {eek your own un-doing ; 
'Tis kindneſs keeps the flame alive, 
But {icour proves its ruin; 
Would vou the rover ſhould return, 
Be courteous and comply ing, 
No heart did e' er v 1th rapture burn, 
That met with cold denvi. ys, 


Come pry 'thee leave this prudifli arr, 
Give ger this aftectation, 

Hypocril Witti all the fal. 
Is now quite out of faſhion ; 

While love and vouth are in their prime, 
En joy their Accting tre ure, 

The envious hand of creeping time, 
Deſtro» + all joy and pleaſure. 


Kind nature every charm fupplics, 
And all her gifts diſclotes, 

With love inflames thy ſparkling ©: ©, 
And paints thy checks with rotes. 

And ſhail rhofe roſes fade awar, 
Their fragrance yet untaſicd, 

Shail all thy charms through time decay, 


And auture's gifts be waſted. 


Bchold the birds in yonder grove, 
in happy pairs combining, 

The ſcaton hail of joy and . e, 
In ſweeteſt concert joining 

But if they find a mate cov; 
And proffer'd blits rejected. 

To kinder females ſoon thev flv. 
And leave her quite neglected, 


THE gods and the goddeſſes lately did 
feaſt, a 
Whereambrofia with exquiſite ſauces was dreſi, 


| 


He's cahien'd from Het on at he 
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Their eatables did with their dJo1ties ſuit, 

But what they fhou'd drink did occaſion diſ- 
pute; 

Twas time that old Nector was 7: own out of 
faſhion, 

Being what they did drink long before the 
creation; 

When the {ky colour'd cloth was remov'd 
from the hoard, 

For making the punch great Jore gave the 
word ; 

The bowl it was ſarge of a heavenly fre, 

Wherein they did uſe infant Gods to baptize ; 

Quoth Jore I'm inform'd they drink Punch 
upon carth, 

Whereby the mortal; 

mirth, 

Quoth Jore, Quoth Jore, they drink punch 
upon earth they drink punch upon earth, 

Wherchy the mortal wits tar excecd us in 
mirth. 


wits far exceed us in 


Therefore out wiſe godhea !; 


together It's 
ky, 


And endeirour to make m much fronger 
than rhev ; 
"I was {pk © like 2 God, ene hoe to the 


top, 

228 the 
laſt Jiop : 

Apr ile then Fraitv- ay ſont rue wt its ſailes,. 

With pitchers to be till'd at the oil of Par- 
naftys ö 

v born, this liquor it w hrourht 

And thev tickt u in, tor ther iirit zorultitzs 
draught : 


nen 


Then Juno for lemons Kept into her cloſet, 
Which when ſhe was fick, the infus'd into 
poſſet 
For Goddeſſes you know may be ſqueamiſh 
as gipleys, 
The ſun and the moon too have their eclipſes. 
Quoth Jove, &c. 


; Theſe lemons were call'd the Hiſperian fruit, 

here a vigilent dragon was ſaid to look to't ; 

Twelve dozen of thee were well ſqueezed in 
Water. 

Tae reſt of ingredients in order came after; 

And Venus admirer of things that was {weet, 

Knew without her infuſion there cou'd be no 
rreat ; 

Commanded her ſugar loaves white as her 
doves, 

To be inſtantly brought by a pair of young 

| loves ; | 

| Yo wonderful curious then theſe deities were, 

The ſugar it was ftrain'd thro” a piece of tinc 


| air; 

| Jolly Bacchus gave notice by dangling his 
! bunch, 

That without his affiſtance there d be no good 
punch. 

Quoth Jove, &c. 


What he mean: by the ſequel was very well 
known, 

They threw in ten gallons of truſty langoon; 

Mars tho' a blunt God, and chief of the 
biſkers, 

Was fat at the table a curling his whiſkers ; 

Quoth he fellow Gods, and celeftial gallanrs, 

I would not give a fig for your Punch with- 

out Nantz : 


| 


* 
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Therefore my Ganvmede I do command ye, 


To throw in ten gallous of the beſt Nantz 
brandy : 

But Saturn, of all the Gods there, was the 
oldeſt, 

And we may imagine his ſtomach was the 
coldeſt ; | 

He out of his pouch ſome nutmegs did pro- 
duce, 

Which being grated fine were thrown in the 
juice, 

Quoth Jove, &c. 

Then Neptune this ocean of liquor did crow ny 

With a ſca biſcake baked hard in the fun ; 

The bowl being tinith'd, a health then began, 

Quoth Jove let it be to that creature call'd 
Man : 

Tis to him alone, our great pleaſure we owe, 

For Heaven, never was true Heaven, till now; 

The Gods being pleas'd, the health it went 

| about, 

Till Gorrel belly'd Bacchus's guts nigh burſt 
our ; 

The other brave Gods did immenſe of punch 
{wallow, 

Whilſt Actcon with hounds and with hunt(- 
men did- hollow ; 

The punch was deliyhrful, they plenty did 
bring, 

And all the world over their ſame it did ring. 

Quoth Jove, &c. 


M Y Nancy quits thc rural train, 
A camp diftrets to prove; 

All other ills the can ſuſtain, 

Bur living from her love 


| But 


But 
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But deareſt tho? your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſpirits fail ; 

To mark the hardthips you muſt ſhare, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 


Nx ſhould vour love each danger ſcorn, 
Ah how ſhall I fecure; 
Your health midit toils u hich you were born, 
To tooth but not endure. 
3 thoutand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills aſſail; 
Nat muſt T ereinble c'n for you, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 


THE imiling Z dawn of happy gays 55 
Preſents a proſpect clear. 
And pleafing hopes all bright'ning ran 
Pipe cach gloomy fear; 
While verry charm that peace < ani ay 5, 
MauKkes fpring tune all the ca: 


E Lock d up all mv treaſure, 
I journey'd many a mile, 

And by my grief did meaſure 

The paſling time the while. 


My buſineſs done and over, 
[| haſten'd back again, 

Like an expecting lover, 
To view it once again. 

Bur this delight was ſtifled, 
As it began to dawn, 

{ found the caſket rifled, 
And all my treature gone. 


T IT E youth, who from woman has fuffer'd 
ditdain, 
Vaud ſpite of averſion, will court her again 


Ma boaſt that his actions are guided hvtuie. 
But flatters himſelf, for the knows kin; a 
fool. 


While partial conceit dims the ſight of our 
eves, 

We ne'er can aſpire to the title of wiſe ; 

And ſpite of experience that maſterly ſchoe!, 

Each mortal i, fumetiume or other- ---2 o: 


WI 7 8 N renner hot, 
ugh words got, 
wo out at Niu ; 
The fame to cool, 
Mr golden rule, 
|;---Puſh abe ut the jur un. 
Wich tſton jug, | 
Cots ho can lug? | 
Or me inc that 2k, 0 ſpeaker, | 
Vho her red rag 
In vie can vag | 
Wuhn her ack full r Ladder. | 


VV LEE rLappy in my native land. 
boat my country's charter, 

d 414 Cat baſely ied ny hzd, 
Her liberties to artet. 

The noble nud i; not at all, 
By poverty degradet ; 

'Tis Unit dend can make us 1.11. 
And well 1 am prrigaded, 

Fach tieo-boru Briton's wag mould te, 
Or give me death or bert z. 

Thu" malt tic pow's winch fortune grants. 
And few the gift ſhe ſends us, 

The lordly hitcling often wauts, 
That free that defz ad us 


By law ſecured from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum, 

Ti bicls'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre thall we ſell cm: 

No---cr'ry Briton's ſong thould be, 

Or give me death or liberty, 


HE ladies of rank are fo friſky and fine, 
Net le of tuch madams Lal! ever bc 


mine ; 
Tho they wiſh for a huſband, they ail go the 
way, 


To bc * ricd to morrew, and ſingle to- day: 


They jump, and they caper, they prance and 
the run, 

And tue more they do mitchief the more is 
the fun : 

Oh before l' be afrcr ſuch gypſies as they, 

li be warn d to-moriow----and lingle to- 


day. 

Porrali! cave me a girl that's as ſweet as a 
plumb, 

And as waud as a bell, and as tight as a 
Crum ; 


That will nile and make puddings, and love 
and obey, 
And ve faithful to-mortou - -tho' marry d 
I 
Mo Ga) > 


With a voice like a thruſh, and a breath like 
A CC: „ 
Sang 43 red as a roſe, and as freſh as a 
IH: ; 
Oh 1: we 11 * ifs and we'll toy, and we'll fon- 
d. pe 4 Tm 4Y, 
Arle tap womMIoN -»---tho' marry'd 


- 
* 8 -* * 
- 
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BENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young 
ain, 

One ev” ning reclia'd to diſcover his pain; 

So fad vet to tv. cutly, he warbled jus woe, 

The wiads cea>'d ro breathe, and the foun- 

tains to flow ; 

Rude winds wtth compatſion could hear him 
complain, 

Yet Chloc leis gentle w, deaf to his ſtrain. 

How happy he crv'd my moments once flew, 

'Erc Chloc's bright charins firſt flaih'd in my 
* ie ; 

Thott eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could 
ſurvev, 

Nor fmii'd the fair morning more chcarful 
than thev ; 

Now fcencs of diſtreſs pleaſe only mv fight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleature and languith in lighit. 

Thro' changes in vain relief I purtuc, 

All all but confpire my griefs to renew ; 

From ſunthine to zcphyrs and ſhades we repair, 

To ſunthine we flv from too piercing an air; 

But loves ardent fever burns always the ſame, 

No winter can cool it no ſummer inflame. 


But fee the pale moon all clouded retire, 

The breezes grew cool not Strephon's.defire ; 

| fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Vet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the 
mind ; 

Ah w dard how can life be worthy thy care, 

To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſ- 
pair. 


yor NG Colin having much to ſay, 
In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſwadcd her to leave her hav, 


Aud ſeck the embow'ring made. 


When 


When after roving with his mate 
W here none could hear or ſee, 

Upon the velvet ground they fat, 
Under the green-wood tree. 

Your charms, fays Colin fire my breaſt, 
What mutt I for them give: 

Nor nicht, nor day, can I have reſt, 
I can't without you live: 

My flocks, my herds, my all are thine 
Could you and I agree, 

Oh! would you to my wiſh incline, 
Under the green-wood tree. 


Not ſo my heart can Colin gain, 
The wary laſs replies, 

A! ad who muſt not ſue in vain, 

Now for my favour tries: 

Hel bids me name the ſacred joy, 
In all things we agree, 

Then why ſhould you and IT now ſtay 
Under the green-wood tree, 


All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
She knew not what to do, 

Till to his ſuit ſhe would prove kind 
He would not let her go : 

His love, his wealth the youth diſplay'd, 
No longer coy was ſhe, 

To church he led the bluſhing maid, 
From under the green-w ood tree. 


TH E duſky night rides down the ky, 
And uſhers in the morn, 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
Then a hunting we will go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make him ſtay, 
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| 8 ns it rains, it hails, it blows, 
ou cannot hunt to day. 
Bur a hunting, &c. 


The uncavern'd fox like liglit'ning flies 
His cunning's all awake; 

To gain the rate he eager tries, 
His forfeit life's the lake, 

1 When a hunting, &c. 


Around, c'en echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts for joy ; 
The ſportſman's breaſt enraptur'd burns, 
The chace can never cloy, 
Then a hunting, &c. 


Defpairing, mark, he ſecks the tide, 

His art will nought avail: | 
Hark ! ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
| His ſpeed, his cunning fail. 

When a hunting, &c. 
For lo! his ſtrength's to faintneſs worn, 

The hounds arreft his flight; 

Then hungry homewards we return, 
To feaſt away the night. 
| Then a drinking, Kc. 


| COME all ve ſhepherds of the plain, 
Come ev'ry nymph and ev'ry ſwain ; 

Leave all your work and hafte away, 

For Damon weds his Phillida. 


Let mirth and pleaſure then go round, 
Let ev'ry heart with joy abound ; 

And we'll be merry, briſk and gay, 
For Damon weds his Phillida. 


The ſwains ſhall pipe in pleafing ſtrains, 
The nymphs ſhall dance . o'er the 
plains ; 


M In 


In honour of the bapp day, 
That Damon wed) his Phillida. 


No melancholy ſhall be ſeen, 

All thail be happy on the green; 
For vel! caft all our cares away, 
When Damon weds his Phillida. 


The rote and lilly we'll entwine, 
And ev'ry pleating err join; 
And mak. a chaplet fair aud gay, 
To deck the lovely Phil id. 


Beneath their fect we Aowers will ftrew, 
And garhands hang on ev'ry bough ; 
All alt to grace the wed ding -day, 

Ot Damon and lis Plullida. 


HE buffy crew the ſails unbending. 
The ſhip in hatrbe Ul fafe artiv'd, 
Jack Oak uin ail his perils ending. 
Had made the port where Kitty lid. 


His rigging no one durſt attack it, 
Tighit fore and aft, above, below, 

Long quarter'd thous, ch 
And trowſers like the driv'a now. 

And thus his heart with pleaſure ſowing, 
He flew like lighit' ning o'er the fide ; 

And ſcarce had been ihe voat's length rowing, 
When lovely Kitty he eſpied. 


A flowing penant gayly flutter'd, 
Fram her hat, all made of ſtraw i 
ed, lil:c her cheeks, when firſt the utter'd, 
% Sure *twas my ſailor that 1 taw.” 

And now the thronging crew ſurround her, 
And now ſecure from all alarms, 

Su ift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into cach others arms. 


N 


| 


; 


; 


12 


the morn as I walk'd thro' the mcad, 


N 
| I And tread on the carpet of green, 


When I view the ſweet flocks as they feed, 
What cquals the beautiful ſcene. 


Through the groves as I paſs'd with delight, 
In view of von ever green fine, 

What ſenſation I feet at the ſight, 
Of a proſpe& fo rural and fine. 

Hark the birds us they perch on the boup h, 
With melody plealing the ear, 

See the hind from afar with his plough, 
Denoting the time of the year. 


AI ftray'd thro” the ge: ghd" rige vale, 
[2 ncompaſ 'd with mountains to high, 


| Oi: ! v. hat charms do I find in thc dale. 


By the ſtreams that run bubbling bv. 
Ar the foot of yon frcamore tree. 

Sits tie ſhepherd a tuning his rece, 
ne tis lambs ſkip about him with glee, 

His ſheep along-f. de of him feed. 


eck ſhur, blue jacket, O'er yon beautiful lawn do I fee, 


he hare with timidity fly, 
How delightful's the muſic to me, 
Of the echo of dogs in full cry, 


But what harmony's that which I heat, 
Ti the bells from yon neighb'ring jul, 

O how pleaſing the ſound to my car, 
By the ſide of this murmuring rill. 


No plesſure to me is ſo ſucet, 
As that which the country gives. 
I am happy thank God at my ſcat, 
Where rural felicity liess. 


Y 


E ſprightly nymphs, and jovial ſœains. 
I ha tend your flocks upon your plains; 
To 
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To yonder cottage haſte away, 
And celcbrate this happy day. 


To day the fair Clarinda deign'd, 
To yield her kind confenting hand ; 
To a:n'rous Colin of the green, 

The blitheſt youth that c'er was ſeen. 


Love join'd their mutual hearts in one, 
And Hymen's rites are now begun ; 
With joyful welcomes haſte away, | 
And hail Clarinda's wedding day. 

Let ev'ry lad chuſe out his laſs, 

And lead her o'er the bended graſs; 
Then to the cottage all repair, 

And kindly greet the happy fair. 

The bridal fports ſhall then enſue, 

And ev'ry tender wiſh renew ; 
Tranſporting Kkiffes ſhall impart, 

A fond defire toev'ry heart. 

Each nvmph and ſwain by love inſpir'd, 
Shall be wich bliſsful raptures hr'd , 
And. mirth, and joy, and joil:ty, 

Shall crown Clarinda's wedding dax 


* 


W HEN glorious Eliza was England's 
bright ſtar, 

When Howard and Raleigh commanded the 
war; | 

The Spaniſh Armada was ſunk at our feet, 

Winuift this was the chorus among the brave 
flect. 

For freedom we Briton's will range o'er the 
flood, 

To guard happy England, or loſe our heart's 
blood. 


Again did Spain tremble at fight of 


þ 


Drake, 


And louder the ſea-lion rear'd with our 
Blake; 
The arm of our Ruſſel won England's re- 
nown, 
While Tourville loſt France her defir'd na- 
val crown. 
For freedom, &c. 


Brave Vernon their ſtrong Porto-Bello threw 
down, 

With only fix ſhips did he conquer the town 

They trembled while Anton cacompats'd the 
world, 

Who foon on the French let luis thunders be 
. hurl'd. 

For freedom, &c, 


To Hoher and Cornwall well] foil Reda tear, 


Whoſe memories lony be to Engliſhmen doc; 
But Hawke gave us ſpirits, and France butn- 
ble made, 


Retriev'd all our fame and protected our 


rradc. 
For frecdom, &c. 


What tho” both their navy are potent again, 
Brave llardy mall mect Um and leffen this: 
tran; 
The infulent Dons to their torro ſhall know, 
Their help is in vain 'gaiuti jo pow'rfeut a for. 
For frecdom, &. 


Then let us unite gainſt theſe wretched pol- 
troons, 

We'll tink rhe French fiect, and take Spaniſſi 
gallons , | 

This will chcar up the fptrits of each Britiſh 
tar, 

Make the French ſue for peace, and proud 


Spain rue the war. a 


To George and to Charlotte a bumper put 
round, 

May they and their offspring with bleſſings 
be crown'd ; 

May health, peace, and plenty be ſcen in our 
ſtreets, 

Here's again to the king, and ſucceſs to our 
flects. 

For freedom, &c. 


S YS Colin to me I've a thought in my 
head, 
I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed ; 
So pleaſe you, quoth I, and whene'er it 1s 
one, 
You'll quarrel and you'll part again---as ſure 
as a gun. 


And ſo when you're married (poor amorous 
wight) 

You'll bill it and coo it from morning till 
night; 

But truſt me good Colin, you'll find it bad 
fun, 

Inſtead of which you'll fight and ſcratch---- 
as ſure as a gun. | 


But ſhou'd ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt 
love, 

And you be as ſupple, and ſoft as her glove ; 

Yet be ſhe a faint, and as chaſte as a nun, 

You're faſten'd to her apron ſtrings---es ſure 
as a gun. 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he, with a leer, 

You wou'd not ferve me fo, I'm certain my 
dear ; 

In troth I replied, I will anſwer for none, 

But do as other women d0---a5 fure as a gun. 


L 124 J 


WHO thirſts for more knowledge is wel- 
come to roam, 
He may ſeck a new climate who is wretched 
at home ; 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor old England whenever he will. 


Old England brave boys, good enough is for 

| me, 

| Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where my 
birth-right I'm free; 

Whatever I with for now comes at my call, 

can {port in the field, or can roar in my hall; 

My time 1s my own, I can do as I will, 

I have children that prattle, a wife that is 
ſtill. 


[ fee! that I'm happy, tho? taxes run high, 

I want no exotics, fo caſtyam I: 

I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with 
th. dead, 

With party and ſtate I nc'er trouble mv head; 

Contention I hate, and a bumper love mott, 

You'll piedge me I'm ture, tor Old Env 
land's mv toaſt. | : 


N HAT's a poor ſimple clown 
To do in the town, 


Of their freaks, and fagarics, T'!] none. 
The folks I faw there, 
Two faces did wear, 
An honeſt man nre'er has but one. 
CHORUS. 
Let others to London go roam, 
I love mv neighbour, 
To ting and to labour, 
To me there's nothing like conntry home. 


Nay the ladies Ivo, 


I cannut tell how, 


W 


— 3. 
we 


Were now winte as curd, and now red ; 
Law! how would von Fare, 
At their hu age crop of hair 
Tis a haycock o' top ot their head. 
Let others, &c. 


Then tis fo dizen'd cut 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbinds and flippets between ; 
They to noddle ind tools, 
Juſt like a fore horſe, 
With toſſe!s and bells in a team. 
Let others, &c. 


Then the fops are ſo fine, 
With lark waſted chine, 
Aud a little imp bit of a hat; 
Which from ſun, wind, and rain, 
Will not ſhelter their brain, 
Tho' there's no nect to rake care of that, 
Let others, &c. 


Would you theſe creatures ape, 
In looks and thin thape, 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go; 
Let him waddle in gait, 
A ſkim- diſh on his pate, 
Aud he'll look all the world like a beau. 
Let otners, &c. 


To keep my brains right, 
My bones whole and tight. 
To ſpeak, nor to look, would I dare; 
As they bake they ſhall brew, 
Old Nick and his crew, 
At London keep Vanity Fair. 
Let others, &c. 


T* ſun now peeps on yonder hill, 
In fircaks of golden red; 
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For ſhame get up, nor ſlumb er fill, 


| 


Quit, ui 


t your downy bed. 
CHORUS, 
ho h ark! horn and hound are ſaluting 
e dav, 
Dn tox {from his covert is burſting awars 
Oer mountains he tcawpers, we'li dou- 
ble our paces 


Swift ven geance purſues him, and glad- 
Sas a chace. 
Loſe. loſu no time, to horſe my boys, 


Fl: ng off dull drov fy tpl ren; — 
Theneighing ſounds, an! deep tengu'd noiſe, 
Now cail us to the green. 


For bark ! 8 


With rofy he: P73 our cheeks ſhall low, 
Our nerves with toil bc ftrong, 
With tides of joy our blood thall Row; 
Who join the hunting throag. 
For hark! &c. 


And we tcave the ſhouting held, 
And night has brought us home, 
Libations rich the hall ſhall vield, 
Loud mirth ſhall ſhake the owe: 
For hark ! &c. 


| QWEETEST bard that cver ſung, 


Nature's glory, fancy's chi id:; 
Never ſure did w irching tongue, 
Warble forth fuch v ood. notes wild. 


Come each muſe, and ſiſter grace, 
Loves and plea ſures hither come; 

Well you know this happy place, 
Avon's banks were once your home. 


Bring the laurel, bring the flow'rs, 
Songs of triumph to him raiſe; 
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Te v' e! al! our row, 
Al un tin, tn his prat e. 


13 NE * The dd thes tha: form on- 
Ger th: 
With Cuiia ] "Fs 
(Comentinent was with ui. wh 
pine, 


Nolt nic tank heuven that Celia wie. 


N 3 * — inna Ne „ese: 
. r! u Wee 1 * » 1 


. 


"| 14,44 0 i } C- 


The hwvthorn the garhe;'d when ali wn its 


b! on, 

And bi wmaht me the vi cr and fili 's ten- 
func; 

T i * 15% © oo ro * laute ! i'd I fu f1 48 


ehine, 

Ritt to mic ther ee tote 485 for Cecha 

Lo! there hov: they fades 
and die, 

Sich objects picate only the ſmell and the 
ee; 

But thou left thoſe beauties which ne'er will 
der lit e, 

Farev et to ail ohbets for Celia is mine, 


HOW tler neben 


She flung them away and fart down by my 
aac, 
And you are my Colin for ever the cri'd ; 
Our mutual ſenſt uns no tongue can denne, 
But monsrclis may ea that Celia is mine. 
Wld. the trees are: 11 rie, nat a leaf 70 
be teen, 
And the rw lows ther beauty have loſt; 
Wien niturc's ditrob'd of her mantic of 
green, 
And the ftreams are faſt bound with the 
froſt. 


o 


While tre p: ꝛaſant, inac ive, ſtands ſhivering 
M 1 410 d. 
As Hoek the winds northerly blow; 
And the innocent Pocks run for caſe to the 
fold, 


Wirh therr fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. 


attle arc foddcr'd with 
* 
And tien fend forth their breath like 
Cain; 
\ 1d the neat Jowking dairy-maid ſces the 
muir thaw, g 
Flakes of ice that ſhe ſinds in the cream. 


When the ſwect country maiden, as fieth as 
a role, 
As the carclet>ly trips, aft 
And the ruſtic: 
ſhows, 
All rhe charms that her modeſty hides. 


en Nides be 
lungh' Tar if by failing ſhe 


When the lads and the laſſe for company join, 
In a crowd round the embers are met; 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the 
wind, 
And of ghoſts, till they're all in a fear. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lor, 
Wich the nymph who I love and admire ; 
| While the icicles hang from the ces of my 
cot, 
I may thither in ſafery retire! 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from 
ſurprize, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure ; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions arite, 
But ſuch as <ach other may cure, 


LET 


LE: grave divincs preach up dull rules 
To moral wit reline, 
Such precepts tauglit in Roman ſci. oo's, 
We Frvarz here define. 
Here's a health to Father Paul, 
Here's a health to Father Paul, 
For flowing bowls enlights tlie ſouls, 
Of joll; Fryars all. 
When in the convent we arc met, 
We lauph, we joke and fing, 
All worldiy cares we ſoon forget 
For Fatier Paul's oar King. 
Here's a health, &c. 
No abſelution we'll not give, 
Ye bluc-cy'd Nuns to fair, 
No bencdiction here receive. 
But bantih all your carc. 
Here's a health, &c. 
With beads and crofs not held dis ine, 
\\ © pray for fervent zeal, 
To rate Bucchus god of wiac, 
Prolitick dueds reveal. 
Here's a health, &c. 
Nay every Fryar pleaſe his Nun, 
Each niglit when he gocs home, 
May ſhe dew creature have foine fun, 
The convent is their own. 
Here's a health, &c. 
Then till your bumpers ſons of mirth, 
Let Friars be the roaſt, 
That we may all exit on earth, 
And this vour order boaſt. 
Here's a hcalih, &c. 


W HEN the bright froſty mornings beam 
| keen thro! the ſkies, 
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What pleaſure I feel to benotd, 
The h1ii's, and the downs in fair protpe@ ar iſe, 
And the ſcas that our Albion infold. 


Like ſa lover they claſp us---ve'rec late intherr 
J * 
arins, 
Ther protect both the ſheep and the fwams, 
P t 
While the vouths bravely route them to glo- 
ry's charms, 
And the tcats arc all white on the plain. 


„ I walk forth to view them, with jor my 
fond heart, 
Tho' a female, beats ſtrong for the cauſe, 
I'm a Button, I'm ture, corn French arms 
and French art, 
Aud cxult in our freedom and laws. 


Whit T rove thus unheeding, the youths of 
me town, 
My unprattis'd boſom aſſail, 
Each praes that his ſuit with conſent I would 
crown, | 
Bur true merit alone muſt prevail. 


"Tis not pomp, tis not riches that charm in 
my eye, 
From ambition my heart is quite free; 
It is not for greatneſs I heave the fond ſigh, 
All its boaſts are but empty tv me. 


To the youth who is open, good humour'd 
and bold, 
Both niy hand and my heart are conſigu'd : 
The ries of that union for ever muſt hold, 
Which virtue and prudence can bind. 


'Tis the youth for his country, who nobly 


Aud 


will dare, 


Ko his honour his ſuit ſhall commend; 
For e's rore deferving the ſmiies of the fair, 
Wee valour their charms can defend. 


- 1 LY av tie, fret fleep, deceive me, 
Fu. .me in tha LOW uy arms, 
Let not C410 48 an » CU:-TFITICYTE He, 
Luil ic with thy potent charms. 


Sa 2 doom'd. do tirav, 


Q141tt) vm; ne parent' s neſt, 
Finde cach brd a dird or prev, 
Sorrow Knovs not where to teſt. 


Wii: L were voung, tho? now am old, 
The mesure Kind and true; 
But now they 're grown ſo falfe and bold, 
What Can a woman do ? 
Four men are ti uly 
Sv untulv, 
] tremble at ſeventy -rwo. 


When I were fair---tho' now fo fo, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pultcs beat nor faſt, nor flow, 

But all was faith and love ; 
What can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two. 


SOME women take delight in dreſs. 
And ſome in cards take pleaſure; 
Whilſt others place their happinels, 
In heaping hoards of treaſure : 
In private fome delight to kits, 
Their ladde.r charms unfolding ; 
Pur, all miſtake their ſovercign bliſs, 
There's no ſuch ivy as ſcolding. 


| 


Bi 


The inſtant that T ope my eycs, 
Adlicu all day to filence ; 
Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence: 
When at the board 1 tak e my ſeat, 
; T1 15 One continued riot . 
I ext, and ſcold, and tcold, 
My clack is r.&'cr at quiet. 


and car 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
[ ever am camplaining; 
Too raw, too roaft, roo young, too old, 
Each guck at table paining: 
Let it oe fou, or fleſli, or ſith, 
Thou of my own providing, 
I fill 64.4 tauit with every a. 
Stu every fervant cluding. 
But, vin to bed I go at night, 
I turely tall a weeping 7 
For then 11ofe my Ercat dclight, * 
How can L {cold when flecping | 
Bur tis my pain doth initigate, 
And ſoon difperſes ſorrow , 
Although to-night it be too late, 
I'll pay it off to-morrow. 


TH E boſom of earth is all matted with 
leaves, 

The honours of autumn decay; 

Brown Ceres no longer exhibirs her ſheaves, 
To the golden-ey ed monarch of day. 

With diffonant guns hills and valleys reſound, 
The ſwains thro” the coppices rove ; 

The partridgcs bleed on the arable ground, 
The phicaſants lie dead in the grove. 


The coats of the hedges look languidly green, 


| The fwallows relinquiſh the meads ; 
Rude 
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Rude winter approaches with horrible mein, 
The flow'rets give place to the weeds : 
The ſun too is lazy, and flumbers a bed, 
As loathing ſo early to riſe : 
When riſen, how dim looks his vapoury 
head, 
How faint he illumines the ſkies ! 


No more on the poles hang the cluſtering 
h rep 
Oi form a nt Ef cent ſhade ;; 
No more on their ſkirts thine the ſhowerv 
drops, 
For Autumn, their nurſe is decay'd. 
The gaic that was wont to approach me ſo 
Kind, 
Grows ſharp, and flies haſtily by, 
To give me tweet Kiſſes no longer inclin'd, 
t bids the tear ſtart from my exe. 


O! fee while I ſneak, from the gun's levell'd 
aim, 
Death pierces the birds of the air, 
Ye rovers. Will nothing your conduct re— 
claim, 
And more your hard boſoms to ſpare ? 
No, nothing---ve cry With unanimous voice, 
While ridicule falls from your tongue, 
Ye think not, ve crucl ones, as ve rejoice, 
How once the poor innocents lung, 


To others ſuch barbarous ſports I reſign, 
And fly to my Florimel's arms; 

Her ſanctiſied love ſhall be totally mine, 
For virtue adds force to her charms. 
On the baſe of religion, my fair let it riſe, 

Te crown us with bleſhags 'twas given, 


Oh ! how ſhall | fecal awav, my love, 


To * our ſouls mount from tlic earth to the 
ies, 
And gives us a forctaſte of heaveu. 


W HEN a tender maid 
Is firſt effay'd, 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluthes riſe, 
If ſhe meets his eyes 
While he unfolds his pain 
If he takes her hand---fhe trembles quite 
Touch her lips- --and ſhe ſwoons outright ! 
While a pit-a-pat, &c. | 
Her heart avows her fright ! 


But in time appear 
Fewer ſigns of fear; ; 
The youth the boldly views: | 
If her hand he graſp, 
Or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues ! 
Then to church well pleas'd, the lovers moves 
While her ſmiles her contentment prove; 
And a-pit-a-pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love. 


HE. 


| 
|= SILLS haſte away, my only dear, 


Make baſte, and away, away; 
For all at the care 
Thv true lover does wait, 
Then pry'thee make no delay. 
| SHE. 


Oh how ſhall 1 fea! away: 
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My daddy is near, 
And I dare not for fear, 
Pray come then another day. 


HE. 
Oh! this is the only dav, my dear, 
Oh ! this isgthe only day; 
Fl draw him afide, 


While you thro” the gates ſlide, 
And then you may ſteal aw av. 


SHE. 


Then pry'thee make no delay, my dear, 
Then pry*thee make no delay, 
We'll terve him atrick, 
For I'll flip in the nick, 
And with my true love away. 


BOTH. 


Oh! Cupid, befriend a loving pair, 
Oh Cupid befriend us, I pray; 
Make our ſtratagem take, 
For thine own fweet fake, 
And Amen let all true lovers ſay. 


TWS on the morn of ſweet May-dar, 
When nature painted all things gay, 
Taught birds to fing and lambs to play ; 
And gild the meadow s fair, 
Young Jockey early in the morn, 
Aroſe and tript it o'er the lawn, 
Vis Sunday coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run, 


With Jockey tothe Fair. 


The chearful pariſh bell had rung 
With cager ſteps he trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which thepherds us'd to wear ; 


Inter 


mn 


a. 


He tapp'd the window, haſte my dear, 

Jenny impatient cry'd, who's there, 

'Tis I my love and no one near, 

Step gently down vou've nought to fear, 
With Jockey to the Fair, 


My Dad and Mam eis faſt afleep, 

My brother up and with the ſheep, 

And will you ſtill your promiſe keep. 
Which I have heard vou ſwear ; 

And will you ever conſtant prove, 

| will by all rhe powers above; 

And nce'er deceive my charming dove, 

Diſpel thofe doubrs and hafte my loves 
With Jockey to the Fair. 


Behold the ring the ſhepherd cry 'd, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride, 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 
And Hymen meet us there. 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He would be conſtant would be true, 
His word was pledg'd away he flew, 
O'er cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockey to the Fair. 


In raptures meet the | joy ful train, 

Their companions blythe and young, 

Each join the dance, each join the ſong, 
To hail the happy pair. 

In turns there's none fo fond as they, 

They blets the kind propitious day, 

The ſmiling month of blooming Mar, 

When lovely Jenny run away, 


With Jockey to the Fair. 


T HE moment Aurora peep'd into the 


room,, 


[ put on my cloaths, I call'd for my groom : 


il 


Will Whiftle by this had uncoupled the 
hounds, 
Who, liv « & and nettleſome, friſk'd o'cr the 


grounds; ; 


And now we're all ſaddled, fleet Dapple and 


Grey. 
Seem'd longing to hear the 5 as ſound, hark, 


away . 


'Twas now by the * 
morn, 

And uc all gallop'd off to the ſound of the 
horn : 

Jack Gater, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the 
Gonte, 

Wien all of a ſuddcn. out ſtarts Nliftreſs 
Puts; 


about hve in the 


Men, hortes, and dogs, not a moment Huld 


far, 
And Echo was heard to crv, 
awav. 


Hark, haik 


The courſ was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the 
tam, 
Which the doubled, and doubled, and Cou- 
bled again; 
Till at laſt, the to cover return'd out of 
breath, 


Where I, and Will Whiſtle, were in at the 


death; 

Then, in triumph for you, I the hare did 
diſplay, 

And cry'd fo the horns, My boys, hark, 
hack, aw ay. 


QINCE Roger thus ſlighteth the heart he has 


won, 


| 
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Shou'd wedlock confine him, he'll ſhift from 
the bands, 

The cel tho? you gripe ir, will flip thro” your 
hands ; 

Again ſhon'd he preſs me ſome kindneſs to 
mo, 

I'll give myſelf airs, turn my back ; 
ſay---no, 

No fellow, no, 
As you came, you may 20, 

You may go, you may go, -- -as You came, 

you may £0, 


and 


But ſhou'd mv true lover intreat for a kiſs, 
I'll, like a good girl, turn my face, and ſay 
ves, 
Yes, my love, ves. 
You are uelceme to ki. 
You are welcome, vou are welcome, you are 
welcome to kits. 


ESTOW' vour attention on this little ſony, 
f it's not ver good, it is not very long ; 
I flatter m+telf no perſon here grudges, 
To give an opinion, your m ;onſtrous good 
ju. Ages; 
The tage politician ſtill low'rs on the times, 
On ruin and beggary ringing the chives 
The free-hcartcd fellow old Quidaunc de- 
ſpiſe, 
Who revel like princes, they're n 
wile. 


The ladies good creatures, mean all for thc 
beſt, 
Why if the French come they ſhail find us 


well drett ; 


And thinks on his row, as a breath that is Encamp'd 10 1; ike ſoldiers, hair pon der- and 


gone; 


ö 


tur ale, 


1 


To decide which was which they'd be mon- 
tirouſly puzzled ; 

T.et no ſour grey -bcard deride their intention, 

Any ladv among them cou'd vanquith a 

" Brenchuvan ; 

Shou'd the Monbitcurs invade, what with wo- 
nien and ancn, 

They'd be munttrouſly glad to get fafe back 


again. 


Some Diſciplinarians who ſervice have known, 

Think Britons have fpirit cavugh of their 
On; 

Thev ſce with concern our fair ladies roam, 


And :hink they'd be monſtroufl; better at 


home; 
Each night hither Rock, then let pleaſure in- 
Vitcs 
Here Venus, Apollo, and Bacchus deliglu; 
If I but enjoy the ga tmiles of this throng, 
I mall think this ot wine { a monſtrous good 


o NY. 


z 


W HEN Flavia I courted, the ny mphs of 
the plaia, 
Grew envious, gave malice a tongue, 
But when ther had ſouglit for a blemiſh in 
vain, 
They cry'd, that my fair was too young.“ 
Never herd it, ſaid I, ſhe has beauty and 
truth, 
Aud time will doo ſoon 


take away from her 
vouth. 


when this would not do, the Pert damſels 
round our, 
How t{cldui. the danc'd on the green, 
And then they 
tlvst, 


| 


ban ail to flounce and to | 


4 Becauſe ſhe rhe world had not ſeen.” 
Never heed it, ſaid I----for the world as it 


gocs, 
If ſhe's tcen it but little, leſs folly ſhe knows, 


Yet loth to withdraw from the charge full of 
ſpe, 
They ſaid, „ 'twas unwiſe at the beſt, 
* For an amorous fhepherd to hope for de- 
« liglu, 
« From a nymph that no fpirit poſſeſ.'d.“ 
Never heed it, faid I, fill my choice I ap- 
prove, 
She Kis {pirit enough who has ſpirit to love. 


BRE. ATH E ſoft, ye winds; be calm ye 
ſkies, 

Ariſe, ve ſtow'ry race, ariſe; 

Ye filver deus, ve vernal thow'rs, 

Call forth a bloomy waſte of fow'rs, 

The fragrant role, a beautecus gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaft ; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck hcr hair, 


The flow? r moſt tweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


GLEE and CHORUS, 


This bottle's the ſun of our table, 
His beams are roſy wine; 
Ve——planets that are not able, 
Without his help to ſhine, 


Let mirth and glee abound ! ; 
You'll foon grow bright, 
With borrow'd light, 


And ſhine as he ges round. 


STA to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be 1 poke, 
Victory 


1 
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Victory ſoon will end the joke, 
Be ſilent and be ready. 


Ram home the guns, and ſpunge them well, 


Let us be ſure the balls will tell, 
The cannons roar thall found their knell; 
Be ſteady, boys, be ficady — 
Nor yet, not yet, not yet, 
Reſerve your tire, 
I ſtill defire, 
Not yet, not yet, not yet. 
FiRE ! 
Now the elements do rattle, 
The Gods amaz'd behold the battle. 
A BROADSIDE, MY Box? 
See the blood in purple ride, 
Trickte down her batter'd fide ; 
Wing'd with fate the bullers fly, 
Conquer, boys, or bravely dic. 
Hurl deſtruction on your focs 
She finks, ſhe finks, the ſinks, huzza, 
To the bottom down fic gous —— 


COME jolly Bacchus god of wine 
Crown this night with pleaſure, 

Let none at cares if, repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure : 

Fill 1 the Here. ſparkling bowl, 

true and Joy ral ſout, 

May 3 and fing whhou: coueroul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 

Thu, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our pleaſure; 

That under thy protecticn, we, 
May enjoy new pleaſure : 


And as the hours glide away, 
Wem thy name invoke they Tay, 


| Each per:l I'l1 dare, all hard 


| Has got i 


And ſing thy praiſes that we may, 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


HE fife and the drum found merrily ah! 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me; 
| With my true love I ſoon will be, 
For who's fo kind © true as he; 
With him in ev'ry tot! I'll ſhare, 
To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care ; 
hips F'!! bear, 
For a ſoldier, a foldicr's the lad for me. 
Then if kind Heaven preferve my lave, 
What rapturous joy fhail his Nancy prove; 
Swift thro” the camp thail my footſteps bound, 
To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd; 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom preſt, 
Soon ſhall he buſh his cares to reſt ; 
laſp'd in thoſe arms, forget wars alarms, 
or a foldicr, a foldier's the lad for me. 


Widow bew:tch'd with her paſſion, 
Tho? Irich, is now quite aſhamed, 
To think that fhe's fo our of fathion, 
To marry and then to bc tamed : 
"Tis love the dear joy, 
That old fathion'd boy, 
in my breaſt with his quirer ; 
The blind urchin he, 
Struck the cum la ma crec, 
And a huſband fecures me for ever ! 
Ye fair ones I hape will excuſe me, 
The vulgar pray do not abufe me ; 
I cannot become a fine lady, 
O love has bewitch'd widow Brady. 


Ye critics to murder ſa willing, 
Pray fee all u- rr G blind neſs; 


N Fo- 


For cence chance your method of killing, 
Aud Wii a foud widow with kindwck; : 
If cou lock fo feverc, 
tn a tir of deſpair, 
Ag in I will draw forth my ſtcel, 
; know I've the art, 
To be du ice through your heart, 
30 F. T caamal Le vu to feel, Sirs5 : 
B ther Soldiers ! hope you'll protect me, 
Nor let cri enge . act me; 
To tar eur me be but realy, 
And era. af vel ſiud widow Brady. 
Ye \eaders of defy and the faſhions, 

Win Callep and hate to your ruin. 
Mose tuſte lin, defiron hall your pathons, 
Pra G hit do von: ink of xy we o:ny ! 

Yeu call it damn low, 


Lot oc ard att 


Sirs, 


les, fo loge, und fy lazy; 

But pray wine ein zou, 

Thar cannot do * 

O he, my _dewur Crutcrs, CEURY : 
Ye parrigts and courticrs fo hearty, 
To ijpcak it aud vote for your party; 
Fer ande be buil conſtant and ſt: ady, 
And vote to cg widow Brady . 


To that 1 fre here before me. 
The bottom, the ty, and the middle, 
For rutic we now muß implete you, 
No weldiuevitheut irc and Heide 
17 ul are in tune. 
Pruy let it be than, 
Mu licert in my botum i praucigg 
| If vour hands fuld unne, 
To ove us Ueiioht, 
O that's the ben vigetary; nod Wah in 
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Your plaudits to me are a treaſure, 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for alady : 
O joy to you all in full meaſure, 

So wiſhes, and prays widow Brady, 


W HE N Strephon rhe rover, fair Phillis 
addreſs'd, 

He took her to wake and to fair; 

He bought her gay ribbons to wear at her 
breaſt, 

And thus whifper'd the nymph in her car. 
To my pailion be Kind, gentle pity beſtow ; 
But the maiden's reply to young Strephon 

Was---no; 
| Lud don't you keep teazing me fo. 


Titz youth who ſuch covnets had oftea times 
leen, 

! er heeded the maiden's reply 5 

Ee, rctu "_ one ee from the dance on the 

UCrefblz'd t'othet effort to trx; 


Now; 
But the maiden reply'd, pray have dun” 
Strephon do--- 
| ' , . 
Lud deu't vou keep teazing me fo. 


| Oppoiution like this fo his pathon enhanc'd, 
nat he fore without er he Huld de; 

Then an offer of Mmutt,ave fe fo. i advanc d, 
And the 10:8 in a me th f. dee pl. 


ö 9 on Lew 2 d 2:63 :o church IC next morn— 
* np 20 0, 
 Fut cheimnwd ves ro fu d, Which made Str 
hon ©: fs of 
Pia dau-“: 443 CEP eating me fo. 


' 
* 


So tc kits d and be preſo d, crying pity be- 


Tha 
Ye lill; 
As un 
No mo 
For 
How ſvo 
The 


Her tem 
Thei 
Her ſen 
The \ 
Should | 
Condi 
Yer like 
Denis 


Us 


mes 


n the 


( 


Now had either of vou been in Phillis's place, 
With a lover foft preffing her hand, 
And ardently begging you'd pity his caſe, 
Could you the dear ſuppliant withftand 7 
No---T think if vour miuds by your finiles ! 
can know, 

To church the next morning you'd willingly 
go, 

To keep him from teazing you ſo. 


* 
5 fumes, 


The verdant plants, and laughing flowers, 
Fragrant the violet, as it blooms, 

And ſweet the bloſſoms after ſhowers : 
Swect is the ſoft, the funny breeze, 

That fans the golden orange-grove ; 
But uh ! how ficeter far than theſe, 

The kiſſes are of her I love. 


Ye rofes ! bluſting in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent the air: 

Ye lillies chatte ! with ſilver heads, 
As my Clcora's boſom fair: 

No more I court your balmy fwects, 
For I, and I alone, can prove, 

How A when cach other meets, 
The kifles are of her I love. 


Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd. 
Their plcaſing leſſon firſt 1 caught; 
Her ſenſe, her Friendſhip next contin'd, 

The willing pupil ſhe had taught 
Should furtune, ſtooping from her ty, 

Conduct me to her bright a!cove ; 
Yer like the turtle I ſhould die, 

Denied the kiſ. of her I love. 


E E T are the banks, when ſpring per- 


4 


35 J 
| THE lille and the buf” ve,” 


To man erve delight, 
But not 4 flow”, on cart: : n: * 
I; halt to Uri hc? 
As Ian women, 
Charming women, 
Pleaſing, teazrny, 
Heav'nly women, 
Pray what makes cowards brave and had, 
Or what cave poets byrrh : 
Or whit makes people fond of Hd 
Or picrturc dwell on garth 
But iovely women, &. 


Or what's the page: aut, of ty 
Or plentures of tlic bow] a 
Bur van preſumpryous gaudy tiungs, 
Delli wers of the fou!. 
1 nlike fret women, 


Charming u omen, &. 


> 


When men ue lorc opprets'd with grict, 
And roum in ſcarch of peace. 
There's naught can give uch ire relict, 
And make ther toric ce. 
SUCH pov. r has woinen, 
V artuous Women, &c. 


Then ſince the fair give fuck deligut, 
Aloud refound tlieir 1*— aite ; 
For who can view the gloridds 11 

And net their voices ra:le. 
To lovely women, &c. 


„ * 
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The rich, the poor, the bold, the braxe. 

' 1 1 

The lord, the clov.n, and King, 1 

The pcaſant, courticr, prieſt. zud Knave, | 
In di rent firains will fing, 

'To P. aile tweer Omen, Kc. 


\\ oy FRIENDSBRIEP 


| 
' 


FRIENDSHIP is the bond of reaſon, 
But if beauty diſapprove, 

Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, 

In the heart that's true to love, 


The faith vhichto my friend I ſwore, 
As a civil oath I view! 

But tothe charms which I adore, 
£y” religion to be true. 


Then if ta me I falſe muſt be, 
Can 1 doubt which to prefer ; 
A breach of toct:al faith with rhee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 


IF a daughter vou have, ſhe's the plague of 
your life, 

No peace ſhall you know, tho' you've bu- 
ricd vour wife; 

At twenty ſhe mock; at the duty you taught 
her, 

O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter; 

Sighing and whining, 
Dying and pining. 
O what a plague i is an obſt inate Sans, 


When ſcarce in their teens they have wit to 
perplex us, 
With letters and lovers for ever they vex us; 
While each ſtill rejects the fair ſuiror you've 
brought her, 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter. 
Wrangling and jangling, 
Flouting and pouting, 
O! whata plague is an obſtinate daughter. 


CEL B your firelocks, my lads! Jeet us 
= march to the Coaſts, 
To try Whether NMlonſieur will ft:c!; 
boaits : 


ec His | 
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For Parbleu! he cries! me vill Kais 
invade - 
But Monſieur deals largely, and fibbing's 
his trade. 
Derry down, &c. 


What ſigniſies all this confuſion and pother, 

Their routes and their marches from one 
place to t'other; 

Their tranſports to carry, their navics to 
fight, 

When learnt they that Frenchmen bold Bri- 
tons could fright, 

Derry down, &c. 


We'll remind 'em perhaps, as their mem'ric, 
are bad, 

What drubbings and dreffin>; they formerly 
ha 

When England', rous'd hon fretched forth 
his tro ng Paw, 

He 1 er mi: zed to the gallic baboon to gig 
aw; 

Derry * &c. 

Can ye Frenchmen forget (fill as friends 
we'll addrets ye) 

The baſtings you got at Poiftiers and at 
Creſſy 3 

Put ſhould vou reject this as quite an old 


ſtory, 


| The fate of laſt war is fill recent before Ye. 


Derry down, &c. 


| Croſs quickly the channel why all this delay , 


We long to return you the viſit you pa 

In us von will find of politeneſs no lack, 

We! receive vou fo well that you'll nere: 
Se back. 


Derry down, &c. 


Th 
An 
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What tho' the dull Staniard has on“ the 
French trifke: >, 

His Donthip wil! ud we can pull his grave 

whut«ers ; 

The Hannah we'll pat in our pockets 
again, 

And blow both the Rcur bons quite ou: cf te 
main. 

Derry down, &c. 


. $2 bubble, courting trouble, 
Whilſt we love and love in vii; 

When tis over, is the lover, 

Now we've got him, werth the gain. 
Is love treaſure : Is it picafure ? 

That can pay M hole years of care, 
Is the bleſſing worth carctling ? 

Speak ye ſwains, and own ye fair. 
Kind ve're plcaſing, coy we're teizing, 

Love's a fond fatiguing chaſe ; 
Smiles deceive us, hopes relieve us, 

Hearts our ſpurt from place to place, 


Cupid ſmiling, life beguiling, 
Tempt us with the playful toy ; 

Oft denying, oft complying, 
Love's our turment and our jay. 


1E E ſwain hu I'd chuſe gentle Cupid 
ſhou'd be, 
In perſon ſtill pleaſing, good-natur'd and 


free; 
Nor mcanly, vet low, or vain with falſe 
pride, 


Let honour and virtue his actions ſtill guide; 


To female poor foibles he too ſhould be 
blind, 


And civil to all, yet to me only kind ; 


The Feelings of nature ſhould :c:mper ki; 


lt 9 
| And tun I am wrong, let him ſometimes 
{lu2mn:t. 


vw he: mutual the paſſion no care fills the 
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And v ben my ſuain's happy then doubly 
I'm bleſt; 


| Belov'd thus and loving, what huſband can 
| roam, 


| Or und rcai blitz, but with ſpouſe and freeet 
home ; ; 

| The plcatures of Hymen I fain would de- 
tcribe, 

And ſketch the with'd lover to make me a 
bruce : 


| If from the taint copy the real vou fee, 

Ah Cup:d, dear Cupid, teferve him tor me. 
5 HE ſummer was over, my flocks were 
all thorn, 


My mcadews were mow'd, and I'd hous'd 
all mv corn; 

Fair Phil lada's cottage was juſt in my view, 

A wooing I went I had nought elſe 
to do; 

On Flora's ſoft ſopha together we ſat, 

And ſpent ſome long hours in amorous chat; 

I told her I lov'd, and [ hop'd ſhe lov'd too, 


Then kifs'd her fivect lips 1 had nought 
elſe to do. 
She hung down her head, and with bluſhes 


mo 'd, 
I'll love you, but firſt you muſt make me 
pour bride ; 
| N 


Without 


* 
* 


$4. 


ner 2 wow, 


Mun. ou: hefitatton fen N 
1 on id nouglit ce. 1 


10 2 
to do; 
To the village in queſt of a prieſt did ve 


0 2 Ny c 


roam, 
By forrune's degree the grave Don was at 
home ; | 
] cave him 2 fee t make one of us two, 
He married us tic ne had noughe clic 
to do. 


T'er ſince we | 
COULCIT 

"Yor tated tic forrows of thoſe who repent ; 

Our ner}; JM round us we love, ant 
tis true. 

Fach crther bottide----when we've nought elſe 
foo io 5 

itt PL. us the tral of 


ve been happy with peace and 


MULTI) 


7 : 
P 
Our cas thus domeſtic we'll arduous purſue, 
And ever will Jove-----when we've naught 


elſe ta do. 


* E witings of a witleſs age, 
an have vou ye nt our pany rage, 
On toe you ove to guad; 
Ye have. and knov. that for vour toll, 
From all whoſe witlom decks this Lle, 
Contempt is your reward. 


From us whoſe wenkneſs ve have rais'd, 

And high op folly”, ſtandard Llaz'd, 
Take pity in return : 

We would not act a vengeful part, 

Yet in| ove's flame no virgin heart, 
For vou hall ever burn. 


the day we begin, | 


I theyherd my Reck, white the firs down do; 


w'I 


, go, and „gur own foll;es ſcan, 
Nut ſonper ave but act the n un, 
And mend you if ve may 
Te jam @ lone in whom we rnd, 
Good fente, vood-nature, courage join'd, 
We yicld a willing May. 


G Y, farrring hope, the fancy warms, 
That none can flu from buauty's charms; 

And till allures us with a ſcene, 

Of pleaſure, lovely and ſerene. 


nen oft the dtn is roſy red, 


Succeeding clouds the Kies Her ſpread; 
So hee that foeme at ürſt fo fair, 


Its jo oft changes to deſpair. 
| HO rom pace to place I'm ranging, 
No ro! * my breaſt can tia : 
| Tho each d ay the teene I'm changing, 

Reftleſs thouglits difturb my mind. 


| How can I be peace enjoying, 
Or in valley or on hill ? 

Love his pow'r is yet employing 

| Paſſion is my maſter 1ll, 


ARK ! the trumpet founds to arms 
Calls the heroes to the feld, 
Honour wakes ro wars alarms. 
Bold ro conquer, not to yield. 


Sce the deſp'rate band gives way, 
Victorv her trophies thew * 
We the battle vain o day, 
Slain or captiv'd arc our foes. 


BLYTH Jockey young and gay, 
| Is all my keat's delight ; 


| He's 


V 2 ; 
— 

t Hen. 
19 
Spo! 
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He's all my talk b. dar, | Hear me call, and cure love's ſma t 

And all my dreams by ni; ht Sooth the torment ot my heart ; 
If froin the lad 1 be. Cool my botom's amorous t.rc, 
Lis winter then with me; Or extinguith all debre : 
But when he tarrie here, Peace and joy with Pamon's gore. 
is ſummer all the vear. | Cone thou gentic Oberon ' 
When I and Jockey met, do may acorns full of derr, 

Firß on the flow ry dale, | Every night be fer for vou; 

; Rig lu ſweetly he me tret, So may glow worm lift its head, 

And love u «a» all his tal ©: 3 Q light wherc'er vou with to tread - 
You tre the lafs, ſaid he, | By your art were Damon won, 
That ftaw my heart frac me; | lud your praifc, fweiet Oberon. 
Oe eme 6 my pain, | ; 
And never ſheve diſdain. | LET fuſtvy old grey-beards of a pathy bf. 
Weil can my Jockey Kyth. And Venus and Bacchus revilc ; 

His love and conrrche ; In ſpitc of their books, they are flares 10 fore 
He made my heart full dlyth. toaſt, : 3 

When he firſt ſpale ta n | The dupes of a nod, wink, or ſmilc. 
This fut I ill deny'd, | Some ſuug ſober citizens here may repair, | 
He Kid, and I comply” d 3 Withour an idea of g guile; 
Sw Jockey promis'd me, But what with the muſic, and what with the 
That he wou'd faithful t e. fair, 
I'm lad when Tockey comes, They follow the nod, wink, and ſmile. 

Sad when hc gangs away; Let men boaſt of tities, of honors, renown, 
Jie night when Jockey glooms, The females of this happy Ifle ; 

But when he fmales tis day: Can vanquiſh the vittors; nay, Kill with a 
hen vureyes mect I pant, frown, 
S c 8 figh, and _ 1 ; Or fave, by a nod, wink, or ſmile. 

hat laſs that wou'd be kind, i : : 
Can better ſpeak her mind. The N of pleaſure the beauties ap- 

* 
Who the dulleſt of moments beguile; 
Lr E Fairy, faccour lend, f Here Cupid unfurls the whate fandard of 
Fou. © or how, have becna friend ; love, 

7 Ven your fipping like a bee, [Rad comatands wark” © nod, wink, & 
Thank, I prey you, think of me : ile. | 
Yuu tur uit 1 call upon, 9 5 5 | 

rs Spputs of Yb, ſucet Oberon ON 


0 * „ green banks PHY boldly tell, 
e JOV SE 1 liave tor Jockey ; 

Attn 7; ny tony cach blithtome bell, 
And hephord ds luther Rock ve. 

TFT AVC Ii » Wk AIC) IN. tond 1 Ain. 
re 10 WOW Kenne tairly; 

I'd dur it 'tacte te do ay ung 
1 Wire Un ll to @avarly. " 

Illis manners oft, the! ſtrong his mind, 
Nor nekle like the weathcr ; 

N. 'T re 9-day, moro Kind, 
And !: th * than a featlier: 

His word , anc! AStions both Wee; 
His temper's waim net huady ; 
5 always good and juſt to me, 
To love and honour ready, 


For lis own elf 1 like my ſwain, 
I know his worth and natr. irc; 
Fil give him nat a moment's pain, 
Nor wrong; {© {weet a creature. 
No girl on twerd, or clyde, or ſpey, 
* born to o much oe aſure, 
As is the merry laſs of Tay, 
Or cloſer hugs hex treaſure. 


HOU ſoft flowing Avon by thy ſilver 
ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal thy Shakeſpear 
would dicam,; 
The fairies by moonlight danc'd round his 
green bed, 
For N the turf is which pillow” d his 
ead 


The love ſtricken maiden, the fighing young 
IV «ill, 
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Here rove whhout danger and ügh without 
piu; 

The ſweet bud of beauty no blights ſhall 
here d read, 

For haliow'd the turf is that pillow'd his 
head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and 
their truth, 

Here tmiling old age feel the ſpirit of youth; 

For the raptures of fancy here poets mall 
tread, 

For hatlow'd the turf is which pillow'd tas 
heal. g 


Flow on ſlver Avon in ſong ever flow, 

The fans on thy boſom are whiter than 
nose 

Ever full be thy ſtream like his ſame may it 
ipread, 

For hatlow'd the tut is which pillow'd his 


head. 


How have I figh'd for the coming of 
May, 
Ev'ry eve” of its beauties did dream; 
Each morn I invok'd the bright author of 
day, 
To en:mel the banks of the ſtream. 


Each morn I invok'd the bright author of 
light, 
To unvind the hard boſom of earth, 
To melt the cold ſnow with his ſplendour fo 
bright, 
And give the ſweet violet birth. 


Where, nature, (I cry'd) are the treaſures 


| of {pring, 


The 


r of 


ar fo 


ſures 


The 
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The Narciſſus, to garnith the rill, 
The lark that delighted fo long on the wing, 
While my cattle all brows'd on the hill. 


O reſtoce us theſe beauties, dear parent of 


bl:(s, 
W ith the lilly that brightens the vale, 
The bloom that my bees are fo enger to kiſs, 
And the cow flip that fwertens the dale. 


Ah! give me to look on the neſt of the dove, 
Or to cull in the thade of the brook, 
The bloftoms to tweet, like the lips of my 
love, 
To garniſh the ſtem of my crook, 


Then, then, let me dream on the breaſt of 
my ſwain. 
All unſeen by the envious eve; 
Such bliſs ne'cr thall deal us a portion of 
pain, 
V hile honour can ſafety fupptr. 


It was thus that I figh'd for ſweet paſtoral 
charms, 
Til! I ſaw my dear ſhepherd appear; 
Then inraptur'd he flew and lay preft in my 
arms, 


Not a bird to its neſtling ſo dear. 


Yes, Damon, you came, than the ſpring far 
more g2y, 
The fair flow'rets no more I purſue; 
And no longer I ſigh for the treaſures of 
May, 
For I find them all center'd in vou. 


ELL me, am I laugh'd to ſcorn ? 
Have I on each brow a horn? 


This I ſuſpect, and if tis true, 
Quickly anſwer me---Cuckoo” 
have my cue, 
Alas tis true, 
Hark, ſhe anſwers me Cuckoo. 


That anſwer's yes, the murder“ our, 

At leaſt I ſhall no longer doubt; 

But tell me, if to one or two, 

Or more I am oblig'd---Cuckoo | 
What more than two: 

| Alas tis true 

Hark, ſhe anfwers me---Cuckoo! 


In vain then do I beat my pate, 
A cuckold am I] dubb'd by fate, 
Bchold--- here are my antlers- -h 
Am I not right, my friend---Cuckoo ! 
"Then plain to view, 
My fears are true; 
Hark ſhe antwer; me - Cuckoo. 


A S den the cowflip dale I ſtray d 
One morning with the dawn, 
Young Damon, tor the fair array'd, 
Came tripping o'er the lawn : 
Hi: auburn locks, with manly grace, 
In flowing rinvlets. hung; 


And blithe the ſhepherd tung. 


Thus onward drew, and 45 he peſv'd, 
| He fmiling batie ghd day; 
Entranc'd | gaz d, till Oh! at lafi, 
I gaz'd my heart away. 
That moment all to love reſign'd. 
Each ſenſe feem'd ro declare. 
Tho' hapleſs I was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair. 


; 


The bloom of health clow'd on his face, 


—— — — — 


In iin my angeiſh to remove, 
To once lov'd ſcenes I fly, 
The roſu- deck'd bow r, the pine top'd grove, 
Sceins fading to my eye. 
Thou, gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare ; 
Perccive, though ſhe was left hehind. 
Her hcart went tothe fair. 


I N tpring, my dcar ſhepherds, your flo tuts 
are gay, | 
They breathe al! their ſwects in the kinkine! 
of May ; 
But hang down their heads when December 
draws near ; 


The winter of life is like that of the voar. 


The larks and the linmets that chaunt er 
the plains, 

All, all are in love white the ſummer te- 
maas; 

Their frecthearts in autumn no longer are 
dear; 

The winter of life is like that ot the year. 


The ſeaſon for love is when yourk's in its | 


prime, 
Ye lads and ye laſſes make uſe of your tune ; 
The froſt of old-age will too quickly ap- 
ear; ; 
The winter of life 1s like that of rhe year. 


ELL me when, inconftant rover, 
Nn my nightly plaints thall ceaſe, 
Wen thall I, your follies over, 
Welcome love, and joy, and peace 
Lengett nights ot dark December, 
Still return of morning bring. 


10 J 


Lenſſeſe boughs exchim- remember, 
We thail bioom 28am in ſpring 


| Tell me when, &. 


To the feainan's weeping dear, - 
\ es. ty * ends "wat?! hum o'er the malt; 


i 5 0 0 1 
Lie C ſhall lichen in rhe tear, 


The Wet wav walt hum back igen 
1<l] me when, &c. 


LU netghbours, I pray, ro my ditty at- 
tend, 
On word: and fair looks who are apr to de- 
ben! 
| To yourſelves vou muſt truſt fortune s favour 
ro keeps 
| For the promiſe of fend is a game at bo- 
PEEP 
When dangling whole days for a fight of bus 
Grace, | 
To challenge a debt, or ſolicit a place, 
Every morning you're told the reward you 
thall cup. : 
While his honour (Lord love him) is play - 
ing bu-p<2p. 
The maiden of fifty, at church you may fps, 
How the ſercus up her mutcies, and cat 
down hcr cee; 
Tho? her thoughts on devotion ſeem ever fo 
deep, 
Between the fiicks of her fan ſhe is playing 
| bo- pcep. 
| The rake prone to promi, to fu car and to 
lie, 


The prude; who at he things is ready to 


die ; 


The 
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The coquette, who no humour a moment 


will keep, 
Tho' diff ring in manner, all play at bo-peep. | 


Then blame not my arts, nor accuſe me of 
wrong, 

Tho' inftead of your money I give you a ſong; 

For at leaſt from my rhymes this inſtruction 
you reap, 

That the buſineſs of life is a game at bo-peep. 


B W high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
the mainmaſt by the board, | 
My heart with thoughts of taec my dear and | 
love Mell ftow'sd ; 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The rearmg winds, the raging fea ; 
In hopes on thore to be once more, 
date moar'd with thee. 
Blow high, &c, 


Aloft while mountains high we vo, 
T he whiſtling wind thar tcuds along : 
And the furge roaring from below, 
Shall my ſignal be to think on the, 
And this ſhall be my ſong. 
Blow high, &c. 


And on that night when all the crew, 

Itte memory of their former lives; 
O'cr flowing cans of flip renew, 

And drink their fivccrt-hcarts and their 

Wives : 

Lil hewwe a figh and think on thee, 

And as the ſhip rolls thro” the (ca, 
The barthen of my ſong thail be. 

Blow high, &c. 


GINCE now our ſeafon's come again, 


Some Hlack, fome brown, ſome grey, ſome 


Our forces t9 review, 


march my lovers o'er the plain, 
And ſhew them all to you. 

A curious motley troop they arc, 
In diffrent colours clad ; 


fur, 
Anda arc ro be had 5 
To wed the beau I'm much afraid, 
He 1s 16 pale and im, 
And looks to like a waiting maid, 
T!::at ILIl have none of him. 
Next ping Tom, wou'd claim my dend, 
A buck of Comus court, 
The beſt twalt-maſter in the land, 
And nucſt pudge of port; 
Whrend, the bottle? You, S, Caink ; 
SUoence---2 fon, I fav ;--- 
Here '-----rce thi fellow: Zound, don't 
th in K, 
Kin (corge, — my boys, nur 
Bur Toin knows only how to A 
A bumper to the brim, 
Not how ro picale a woman's ui, 
go F'H have none of him. 


Then Chace. the Squire, comes hellowing en, 
Yorkes! Likes! wy any take uwd 8 

Hark, Torward! there, ave*l run her dewe ; 
Over me LNCS full tpccd 9— 

The fox his chief delight, I fear, 
Nought eit can pleaſe his wum; 

For him, cach morn, he'll leave his deu, 
So l' have none of him. 

But imiling Sam, the lad ſhall be, 
So come!v, and {orrim ; 4 

Ap 23 hu beg to marry me, 
Why, IU c'ca marry bim. 


— 4+ 


TO: 
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HO' by Colin I now am for ſaken, 

No willow my temples ſhall bind; 
Tho” in one I by chance am miſtaken, 
Another I hope will prove kind. 
| Young Colin wou'd leave me in ſorrow, 

Yet this I wou'd have him to know ; 
From him this good maxim I borrow, 
Tis beſt to have two ftrings to one's bow. 


I own his bright eyes were my pleaſure, 
When love from the beams tmil'd on me; 
I own he was once all my treaſure, 
Bur lll be as tickle as he. 

Young Damon can cure all my forrow, 
And thi; 1 wou'd have you to know; 
From the men this good maxim I borrow, 

They've always too firings to their bow. 
Learn ladies, to ſerun the falſe rovers, 

Who un you becauſe you are true; 
Prove conftant and kind to your lovers, 

GC: aly nil. tie prove conſtant to ydu. 
For a zie one tis olly to languiſh, 

Tnon attend to my countcl and know ; 
To avoid ali ach pining and anguiſh, 

| make ute of th ſtrings to my Low. 


OOD neihbours attend to my dirty, 
And litten to Will of renown, 
Tou furely witl grant me ſome pity, 
Wien (tell you how Juve-fick I'm grown. * 
Tl! of late quite content in my garden, 
The hi:rheſt young lad of the town; 
Fur the taffes I car'd not a farthing, 
Moi ftrangely Pm alter'd I own. 


Ny delight was in weeding and hoeing, 


Ia towing my cabbage and beans ; | 


I aus 2; rhe time | was mowing, 
Or v2ti. ing u; fruit Or my greens. 


With a heart juſt as light as à feather, 
On a ladder I nail'd up my trees, 

Never minding cold u inds or cold weather, 
My bofom was always at cafe. 


To the noite of my hammer, tho” ſhocking, 
I whittled, nor thought that my 3 
Like a hammer would ever be kno ching 
Aud cauſe this moſt terrible ünart: 
By its thumps I am ſure it has broken, 
Of ribs 1m mv ſkin tulla core; 
Of my love ſhould you want t further token, 
[ can ſtill, my good neighbours, give more. 


On the bark of my trees is engrafted, 
My plants have impreſs'd on their rind, 
The name of a damſcl of Marſtcd, 
Ingh for that damfe} divine: 
Her {kin is as white as a lilly, 
Her checks have the bloom of aroſe ; 
Like a fnow-drop or daffadown dilly, 
Her head ott iuclines to her tocs. 


Her exes are like two fine blackberries, 

Her teeth like grown cellery, white - 
Her lips may compare with red cherries, 

The charms beyond meaſure the fight : 
What tho” I've no coach, I've a barrow, 

In which this fair damſel might ride ; 
'Twou'd delight both my heart and my mar- 

row, 


To wheel her about as my bride. 


| W HAT women could do, I have try'd 


ro be free, 
Vet do all I can, 
I find I love him, and tho” he flies me, 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


j They 


They tell me, at once, he to twenty will ſwear : 


When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſ- 


ſhood can fear? 
So when you have faid all you can, 
Still — till he's the man. 


I caught him once making love to a maid 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd and he kiſs'd me, then who could 
- upbraid 7 
So civil a Man? 


The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him ſoundly ; he ſwore, I was 
blind ; 
So, let me do what I can, 
Still—tſtill he's the man. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art, 
I do what I can ; 

gut he has taken ſuch hold cf my Heart, 
I doubt he's the man 


do ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his fault's, but if I none 
| can find, 

ho can do more than they can 

He fill is they Man. | 


YN pleaſures ſmooth wings how old time 
| ſteals awav, 
'er love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd 
aſtray, 

ly days O ye Swains were around of delight, 
rom the cool of the morn, to the ftillnce!s 
| of night, 
o care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 
ut health and content all the year was my 

gueſt, 
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| If the Nightingale ſung I could liſten all 


Q 


—_ ' 


'Twas then no fair Phillis my heart cou'd 
enſnare, 

With voice or with feature, with dreſs or 
with air ; : 

So kindly yonng Cupid had pointed his dart, 

That I gather'd the ſweets but I miſs'd 
of the ſmart: - 

I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like the bee, 

But ſtill all my ſong was I'll ever be free. 


*T was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did 
yield, 

If I ſtray'd thro the garden, or travers'd the 
field, : 

Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſpaly'd to 
my fight, | 


night : 

With my reed I cou'd pipe to the tune of the 
ſtream, 

And wake to new life from a rapt'rous dream. 


But now fince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 
Alaſs what a change, and how wretchcd am I, 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade, 


Their ſweets now all ficken, their culours all 


fade ; 
No mufic I find in foft Philomel's ſtrain, 
And the btook o'er the pebbles now murmurs 
in vain. 


They ſay that ſhe's kind but no kindneſs I ſee, 


| On others ſhe ſmilcs, but the frowns upun me, 


Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's 
ſoft art * 


Or aid me by reaſon to ranſom my heart: 


co the 
FLY 


To crown my defire, or to baniſh my 
Give love to the nymph, or give 
Fvain. ö 


FLY ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty 
can give; 
The bowl's frolick joys let him teach her to 
prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are 
vain, 

All grandeur infipid, and riches a pain, 

1 he mott ſplendid-palace grows dark as the 
grave : 

Love and wine give, Ye gods! or take back 
hat you ga- 

| 


BY dimpled brock, and fountain byim, 
The wuod-nymphs deck'd with daiſics 
ti un 
Their merry wakes and paſtime keep: 
What has night to do with fleep. 


{ 


Night has better ſweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes and wakens love 
Come let us our rights begin ; 

Tis only day-light that makes tn, 


FEEL me no more of pointed darts, 
Of flaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 

The hyperbolcs of love: 

Be hencft to yourſelf aud me, 

Speak truly what you hear aud ſce, 

And then your ſuit May move. 

Why call me angel; why divine, 

Why muſt my eyes the mars ou:thine * 

Can tuch deceir prevan! ? 


14 | 
Tis low, tis inſult, calls me foot; 


| 


| 


Fer ſhame tor bea this comma rule; 


| 


With me 'twill always fail. 


Would you obtain the honeſt heart, 
Addreſs my nobler, better part; 
Pay homage to my mind ; 

The paſſing hours brings on the day, 
And beauty quickly, fades away, 
Nor leaves a roſe behind. 


Let then your open, manly ſenſe, 
The moral ornaments diſpenſe, 
And to my word be true ; 

So may your fuit itſelf indear, 

Not for the charms you fay I wear, 
But thoſe I find in you. 


WETH tuneful pipe and merry glec, 
Young Jockey won mv heart, 
A bonaier lad you ne'er could fee, 
All beauty without art. 


In Aberdeen there ne'er was en 
A lad fo blith and gay, 


His 28 een and comely mein, 


Has ſtole may heart away. 


Young Jemmy courts with artful ſong, 
Bur vain 1s all his love ; 
My Jockey blith has lov'd me long, 
To him I'll conſtant prove. 
In Aberdeen &c. 


No more ſhall I of forrow know, 
Nor ever more complain, 
Nor fear my mammy's threats, I thro.., 
Now Jockey is mine ane. 4 
In Aberdeen &c. 


— 
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18 the ſocial amuſements of life let me live 
Prove ev'ry delight love and friendſhip 


can give; 
Where eaſy good nature gives converſe a 
1 
Where ſenſe in the light robe of humour is 
dreſt; 


Where harmony, beauty and reaſon combine, 
Our ſouls to improve, and our tempers 
refine. 


All the feſtival board, which my Phœbe can 
ſhare, 

The jeſt, which her pureneſs unſullied may 
hear, | 

Unbluſhing enjoy, unrepining approve, 

While Damon roaſts freely to friendſhip and 
love, 

"Vhile harmony, beauty, and reaſon combine, 

Jur ſouls to improve, and our tempers 
retine. 


Time was meant for a bleſſing, not dealt for 
curſe, 
The eroubles of life are by pining made 
worle ; 
The ſullen recluſe may difrcliſh my plan, 
But I'll live and I'll love, and F'll laugh 
While I can; * 
While harmony, beauty, and reaſon combine, 
Our fouls to ſimprove, and our tempers 
| refine. 


OV” Phcebus fnketh in the wer, 
Welcome ſong and welcome jeſt, 


" IN Midnight ſhout and revelry, 


| 


N 


] 


| 


Tipſy dance and jollity : 
Braid your looks with roſy twine. 
Dropping odours dropping wine, 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And advice with ſerup'lous head; 
Strict age and fower ſeverity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


M* eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without meaſure, 

Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill 

Thus the river is flowing, 

The mill-clapper going, 

But the Miller's aflecp in his mill. 


Though lovers ſurround me, 

With tpecches confound me, 

Vet my heart in my boſom lies fill; 
Thus the river 1s flowing, 

The mill-clapper going, 

But the Miller's aflecp in his mill, 


The little God eyes me, 

And thinks to ſurprize me, 

But my heart is awake in my breaſt ; 
Thus boys flily erecping 

Would catch a bird flecping, 

But the linnet's awake in his neſt. 


A band of Cupids t'other day, 
Were in a myrtle grove ; 
Till tir'd of every boyith play, 
They made a match to rove, 
But where crics one, the cock of all, 
Let's fix upon a place; 
Hang Paphos, and Olympus Hall, 


O 2 
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1 vote for Chloe's face. 


No ſooner faid, than off they flew, 
And gath'ring round the fair ; 
As ſwarming bees, on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there. 
Some on her lips, her noſe, her Chin, 
A ſcore on either check ; 
Whille fifty to her eyes went in, 
To play at hide and ſcek. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 

| The wranglers to have heard; 

For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho” each his own prefer'd ; 

Till chancing from her lips to flide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 

And creeping down in triumph cry'd 
Who's ſtation's now the beſt, 


THREE lads contended for my heart, 
Each boaſted diff rent charms and grace; 
Young Hal cou'd fing wich taſte and art, 
Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace. 
Blith Willy was a foldier brave, 
Who fear*d not ſcars, or death or wounds, 
His country and his love to fave, 
When Britton's ſilver trumpet ſounds. 


Now fear is rouz'd by war's alarms, 
And threatning foes each hour ariſe, 
I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, 
And maſter Jemmy I detpiſe. 
I love my Willy, bold and brave, 
He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
Nis conntry or his love to ſave, | 


When Briton's filver trumpet ſounds, 


In piping times, of peace, a beau, 
Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ z 
But now when threat' ned by each foe, 
Be wiſe and throw away the toy ; 
Take my advice, love him that's brave, 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
So may your ſmiles your country fave, 
While Briton's filver trumpet ſounds. 


In choice of a huſband, giris, be not too 
nice, 
What with manning our ſhips and protecting 
our ſhore. 
You cannot have lovers, as once by the 
ſcore, | 
If you wiſh to be married, your pride muſt 
| come down, 
What a ſmile can procure, do not looſe by a 
frown. I 
The time it has been, it will ne'er be again, 
When a legion of lovers I had in my train; 
They were pleaſed with my fing ſong, I 
laugh'd at them all, | 
For one was too ſhort and another too tall. 
Or too plump, or too ſlender, too young or 


too old, | | 
And this was too baſhful and that was tos 
bold. c 
All you who're in bloom and who Hymen 
implore, 
Since love may not wait till the wars are all 
o'er, 
Reſemble the willow, be gentle aud bend, 


| Take 


ho you're not too proud for a word of advice, 
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Take prins for a lover as you wou'd for a 
friend; 

Look once at his perſon but twice at his mind, 

Take him ſoon at his word, tho' you bluſh, 
yet be kind. 


Expect not a croud of admirers to ſee, 

Rich, handſome and courtly and all they 
ſhou'd be, 

The times are ſo bad and fo chang'd is our lot, 

That a man that's worth having is hard to be got 

Chooſe quickly or you'll rue it the reſt of 
your lives, 


You may flouriſh as toaſts but you'll never 


be wiſe. 


WHEN ſummer comes the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves : 

Around the ews and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves ; 
Bat my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 

So fair on Cowdenknows, 
For ſure fo foft fo ſweet a broom 

Elſe where there never grows: 

Oh! the broom, &c. 


There Collin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yiclding heart, 
No ſhepherd c're that dwelt on Tweed, 
Cou'd play with half ſuch art, 
He ſung of tay of forth and clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 
Of leader haughs and leader ſide, 
Oh! how I blefs'd the found. 
Oh ! the broom, &c, 


Not tiv iot bracs ſo green and gay, 


May with his broom compare, 

Not yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair ; 

More pleafing far are cowdcen-knows, 
My peacefull happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ews : 
At eve among the broom. i 

Ob! the Broom &c. 


| 
THY fatal ſhafts unerring move: 


I bow before thine alter love! 
I fect thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame, 
Glide twift thro” all my vital frame. 


For white I gaze my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides, unpetuous Rows; 
Hope fear, and joy alternare roll, 

And floods of tranſport whelin my foul. 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain,, 
In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 

My tongue fome ſecret magic tries, 
My murmurs fink in broken fighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal cave 
And ever drop the nlent tear; 
Unhcard I mourn unknown I figh, 
Unfriended live, unpity'd die. 


SEE Phcebus begins to enliven the caf, 


And ſce the gay dawn wears away; 


dull reſt, 
And join in the ſports of the day, 


No longer in floth let your ſenſes remain, 
| VUntainted tlie ſwects of the morn ; 


Come, rous, fellow huntſman, relinquiſh 


Drive 
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Drive lumber away, and make one in our 
train; 6 
To follo the ſound of the horn. 


What muſic to ours can for ſweetneſs com- 


re, 
What ſports ſuch a pleaſure can yield ; 
What ſcent ſo retin'd as the new morning air 
What proſpect fo bright as the field. 
Let miſers for riches each tranſport forego, 
Mid ſt their ireaſures diſtreſs'd and forlorn ; 
We taſte ev ry joy, and forget ev'ry woe, 
So charming the ſound of the horn. 


Such pleaſures we feel while from vanity free, 
Our hours paſs contented along, 

In innocent paſtime, in mirth and in glee, 
With a hearty repaſt and a ſong, 

Ye mortals ubiats'd by honours and wealth, 
Thoſe titles that forrow adorn, 

Would you taſte the calm joys of contentment 

and health. 

Then follow che ſound of the horn. 


Y name's Ted Blarney i'll be bound 
And man and hoy upon this gound, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


And as that time's a little ſhort. 

With ſome genteels that here reſort, 
To be ſure I have not had ſome {port : 
Crying Vauxhal! watch. 


Oh! of pretty damſels neat and tight 
And macaronies ſuch a fight, 


Of a ſtar- light morn I've bid good night, 


Crying Vauxhall watch. 


The lover cries, no one will ſee, 

You are decciv'd, my foul, fays ſhe 
Dare's that Iriſh teet here maning me, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


Den I gets a tirteen not to talk 
They gentiy ſteal to the dark walk, 
And I decamps no {port to balk 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


QILENT nymph with curious eye, 
Who the purple ev'ning lic 

On the mountain's lonely van, 

Beyond the noiſe of buily man; 

Painting fair the form of things, 

While the yellow linnet fangs, 

Or the tuneful nightingale 

Charms the foreſt with her tale, 

Come with all the various hues, 

Come and aid thy fiſter muſe : 

Now while Phcebus, riding high, 

Gives freſh luſtre to the ſky; 

See the rivers how they run, 

Thro? woods and meads, in ſhade and fun, 

Sometimes {wift, ſometimes flow, 

Gently murm'ring as they ftow. 


WIEN \ ney the goddeſs of beauty and 
ove, 

Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the ſea, 

Minerva leap'd out of the crannium of jove, 

A cov ſullen Nut as moſt authors agree, 


Brave bacchus they tell us the prince of good 


fellows, 


Was 


Was his natural fon pray attend to my tale, 

For they who thus chatter, miſtake ouite the 
| matter, 

He ſprang from a barrel of Nottingliam ale. 


CHORUS 
Nottingham ale boys Nottingham ale, 
No liquor on earth 15 like Nottingham ale. 


And when he had empty'd the caſk whence 
he ſprung, 

For want of more low ſpirited grew, 
He mounted a firide ſet his a-ſe on the 
| bung, | 
And v_ to the gods and the goddeſſes 

ew : 
And when he look'd down and ſaw the brave 
town, 
To pay him due honours ne'er likely to fail, 
He | —iw n. earth that the place of his 
birth: 
Was that and no liquor like Nottingham ale. 
Nottingham ale boys, &c. 


Ye biſhops and curates prieſts deacons and 
vicars, 

When once ye have taſted ye'll own it is 
true, 

That Nortingham ale is the beſt of all liquors, 

And none underſtand the good creature like 
you, 

It diſpels ev'ry vapour faves pen ink and 
paper, | | 

For when ye've a mind in the pulpit to rail, 


_ *Pwill open your throats ye may preach 


without notes, 
When 8 with a bumper of Nottingham 
e. 
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Nottingham ale boys, &e. 


Le lovers who talk of fires, flames, darts and 


daggers, 

With right Nottingham ale ply your miſ- 
rrefles hard, | 

The laſs who once taſts it will fip *till the 
ſaggers. 


And all your paſt ſufferings then will reward: 


You may turn her and twilt her and do as 


you liſt fir, 
Engage her but briſkly you ſoon will prevail, 
Fill the glaſs up but often there's nothing will 


den, 
The heart of a woman like Nottingham ale. 
Nottingham ale boys, &c. 


Ye doctors who more exccution have done, 

With powder, and potion, and boius, and 

Than hangman with halter, or ſoldier with 

| un 

Or mifer with famine, or lawrer with quill ; 

To diſpatch us the quicker you forbid us 
malt- liquor, 

Till our bodies confume and our faces grow 
pale, 

Let him mind *em who pleaſes what cures all 
diſcaſes, 

Is a comforting doſe of good Nottingham ale. 

Nottingham ale boys, &c. 


No more my ſong ſhall be ye ſwains, 

Of purling fircams and flow'ry plains, 
More pleaſing beauties now inſpire, 
And Phœbus deigns the warbling lyre, 


| Divincly aided thus 1 mean, 


To 


To celebrate my Highland Queen. 
To celebrate &c. 


In her ſweet innocence I find, 


With beauty truth and freedom joyn'd, 


Strict honour fills her ſpotlets ſoul, 
And gives a luſter to rhe whole, 
A matchleſs fhape and lovely mein, 
All center in my Highlaad Queen. 


No ſadden ruſh, no trifling joy, 
Her ſettl'd calm of mind deftroy, 
From pride and affectation free, 
Alike the 1miles on you and me, 


The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 


I do pronounce my Highland Queen, 


How bleſt that youth whom gentle fate, 
Fs deſten'd to fo fair a mare, 

W:th all thoſe wondrous gifts in ſtore, 
While each returning day brings more, 
No man more happ can be ſcen, 


Poſeiſiug thee my Highland Queen. 


PHOFEBUS meaner themes diſdainigg, 
To the lyriſt's call repair, 

And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 

Come and praiſe the britiſh fair. 

c And the firings, &c. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to fparr, 
Were not gallent, where not giorious, 


Till commanded by the fair. 
All the works of worth or merrit, 
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| Which the fons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure life or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare. 
Worth and Manwood are the Faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britith fair. 


T* thoſe who live in ſhepherds bower, 
Prets not they gay and ſtately bed; 
The new mow'n hay and brearhing flower, 

A ſofter couch bencath them ſpread. 
If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Soo0t!t not their taſte with wanton art, 
They take what nature's gifts affaid, 

And take it with a chcartul heart. 


If thoſe who drain the ſnephend's bow!, 
No high and fparkling wines can boaſt 
With wholſome cups they chear the ſon], 
And crown them with a village toalt, 

If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dance on the daiſi'd ground, 

Have not the ſplendor of a court; 

* love adorns the merry round. 


EE vou humble ruſtick ſwains, 

Reſting from their daily pains; 
Look how careleſſly they're Jaid 
In the cool aud frazrent ſhade. 


What is wealth, and fame, and power? 
Flceting pageants of an hour: 

Bluſh amoitton, bluſh to fee, 

| Happinets unknown to thee. 


7 


Soon | 


.I 


Fre 
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Soon as Pheebus ſtreaks the ſkies, 
Freth and light as air they riſe; 
And when finking in the weſt, 
Gayly fing him to his reſt, 


Boaſt not, pride, thy lofty fate ; 
Ah! how little are the great: 

Wretches, amidſt all your cares, 
Can you find content like theirs, 


OW imperfeCt is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart ! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeck to hide the heart? 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults dwell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring dring, 
Language would but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek, 
Aſk no more behold your error ; 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
What tho” filent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air; 
Mark my eyes, and as they langniſh, 
Read what yours have written there, 


Oh ! that you could once conceive me ' 


Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view! 


Love has nought more fond believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half fo true. 
From you I am wild diſpairing, 
With your ſpeechlets as I touch; 


This is all that bares declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much. 


WHAT ſtate of life can be fo bleſt, 
As love that warms the lover's breaft, 


[Two foul, in one the ſame deſire, 


I. To grant the bliſs, and to require? 


Bur if in heaven a hell we find, 
'Tis all from thee, oh! jealouſy, 
Thou tyrant of the mind. 


Falſe in thy glaſs all objects are, 
Some fer too near, and ſome too far; 
Thou art the fre of endlefs night, 
The fire that burns and gives no light. 
All torments ev'ry ill we find, 
In only thee oh! jealouſy, 


Thou tyrant of the mind. 


T0 hear the jar of noiſy var, 
To me is pleating matter; 

Give me ye pow'rs in dangerous hours, 
A ſpear and ſhield to clatter : 

If this ſupply ve ſhall deny, 
Yet grant me hat and feather, 

A fmart cockade, and polliſh'd blade, 
But keep them from the weather. 


I'll then proceed for ſure there's need, 
To get my corps togather ; 

Who feel no dread but for their head, 
Their hat, cockade and feather. 

Let now each maid, in taſte array'd, 
Advance in faireſt weather, 

| Bur halt! 1 fear the French arg near 


[ 146) 


Alas my hat and feather. 


Tf theſe I looſe I'll not refuſe, 
To leave the firite to others, | 
 - thoſe who dread no loſs of head, 
Britania's fons and brothers : 
Per they'll advance 'gainſt Spain and France, 
And knock them down togather ; 
Then where they lie — there let them dic, 
Deſporl'd of hat and feather, 
TIE weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er 
With every pleaſing ray, 
Aud flocks reviving lelt no more, 
The ſultry heats of day; 
When from a hazle's artlcts bow'a, 
Soft warbled Strephon's tougue; 


Ile bleſt the day, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's charms he tung. 


Let fops with fickle falſchood range, 
The hs of wanton love, 

While weeping maids lament the charge, 
And ſadden every grove; 

But endleſs bleſſings crown the day, 
I faw fair Eſham's dale, 

And every bleſſing find its way, 
To Nancy of the valc. 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
The peerletſs bud I found, 
And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To fence her beauties round ; 
That nature in fo lone a dell, 
Should form a nymph h ſwect, 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell, 
Conduct my wand'ring feet. 


Gay lordlings fought her for their bade, 

| But ſhe would nc'er incline; 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine; 

'Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good will; 

To him, I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill. 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, m_ 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair; 8. 

To her alone I gave my youth, ' 
And vow'd my future care : 

And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, b 
Or I thoſe charms forego; 1 | 

The ſtream that ſaw our tnder love, Wh 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 0 


RONDEAU. 


HEN NI x muſic, ſo inviting, 
Give to me the ſweeteſt ſtrains, 


While in thee my foul's uniting, vv 
Let me chear the nymphs and ſwaius ! Rete 
God of ſong, oh! then befriend me, 
Let my foul to glory riſe! R 
All thy roneful treaſure lend me, 
And I'll waft it to the ſkies. C2 
WHILE on earth's ſoft lap deſcending, Now 
Ligirtly falls the feather'd ſnow ; | if 
Narure awefully attending, Now 
Tach rade wind forbids to Slow. A 
White and pure awhile appearing, * 


| Earth her virgin mantle wears, 
Soon 


Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded bolom bares. 


Thus my fooliſh heart believin 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue; 

All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flattering accent hung. 


Fondly for a time miſtaken, 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate; 
Now alas ! at length forſaken, 
Sad expericnce comes too latc. 


Tf 'ris joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him caſe ? 
When his paflion we diſcover, 
Oh how pleaſing tis to plealc. 


Peace the faireſt child of heav'n, 
To whom the Sylvan reign was giv'n, 
The vale, the fountain, and the grove, 
With ev'ry ſofter fcene of love; 
Return, fiveet peace, to cheer the weeping 
Wain, 
Return with ealc and plealure in thy train. 


COME dear Paſtora, come away, 
And hai! the cheartul fpring ; 
Now fragrent bloffoms crown the May, 
And woods with, love---notes ring ; 
Now Phœbus to the welt deſcends, 
And theds @ fainter rar; 
Aud as our rural labour ende, 
We viel the. cluling day. 


— 
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In vonder arffeſs maple bor, 
With blooming woodbines twin'd; 
Let us enjoy the ev'ning hour, 
On earth's foft lap reclin'd : 
Or when yon poplar's verdant bougbe, 
The chryſtal current ſhade; 
O deign, fair nymph, to hear the vous 
My faithful heart has made, 


Within this breaſt no ſoft deceit, 
No artful flatt'ry bides : 

But truth, ſcarce known among the great, 
O'er ev'ry thought preſides: _. 

On pride's falſe glare I look with {ores 
And all its glitt'ring train; 

Be mine the pleaſures which adorn, 
This ever---peacetul plain. 


Come then, my fair, and with thy 3 
Each riſing care ſubdue ; 

Thy prefence can each greef rer 
And ev'ry joy renew: 

The lily fades, the rofe grows fg. 
Their tranfient bloom is vam 

Burt laſting truth and virtue pain. 
Paſtora of the plain. 


I OVE in her eyes ſits playin”, 
15 And ſheds delicious dcz:... 
Love in her lips is ſtray ing, 
And warbling in her bre! 
Love on her breaſt tits pantioy, 
And ſwells with foft dente 
No grace, no charm is wanting 
To ſet the heart on tie. 


Ho pleaſing glides our morn of youth, 
E'er beauty ſtrikes the breaſt ; 
A pareat's tender huſh can ſooth, 
The fluttr'ring foul to reſt: 
But love's ſweet patſion riper grown, 
Excrts a tyrant part; 
And painful bliſs before unknown, 
Surrounds the guardleſs heart. 


The vermil lip, love---love darling eye, 
Fair chcek of roty hue ; 

The virgin breaſt bv, gentle ſigh 
That parting ſwells z0 view, 

May bid the heart with rapture glow, 
To love attune the mind, 

But ah! fad change! what forrow flows, 
If Stella proves unkind. 


Then to the unfrequented grove, 
Or by the Janguid ftream, 
The penſive fwain will fighing rove, 
And breathe his plaintive theme : 
The tender notes along the vale, 
In gentle murmurs die, 
And echo, from her ſecret cell, 


Returns him figh for gh. 
LIT 38 a ſtranger to each jovial 
foul, 
Who Ariſtippus like, can his paſſions con- 
f troul, 
Of wiſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, | 
Who attentive to caſe, let his mind Mill be 


free : 
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For pleas'd he was pleaſing whenever he 


came, 

But till 1 his back on contention and 
ſtrife, 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his 
friend, 

Aud the peace of his mind was his ultimate 
end; 

He found fault with none, if none found 
fault with him; 

If his friend had a humour, he humour'd 
his wham ; 


it wine was the word, he bumper'd his glaſs; 


If love was the topic, he toaſtcd his laſs, 

Bur ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 
ſtrife; 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


If council diſputed, if councils agreed, 


He found fault with neither---for this was 
his creed.” 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 


"I would be ſemper cadum an hundred years 
hence. 


He thought twas unſocial to be malecontent, 

If the tide went with him, with the tide too 
he went, 

And till turn'd his back on contention and 
ſtrife, | 

Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus's rules 
And deem his opponents dull affes and 


muics, 


The prince, peer, or peaſant, to hin were 
the fame, 


But thoſe nt contented to lead or to drive, 
BY 


s; 


ve. 
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By the bees of their fweets be drove out of 
their hives ; a 

Expell'd from the manſion of quiet and eaſe, 

May they never find out the beſt art how 
to 


e, 
While our friends and ourſelves, not for- 
getting our wives 
By theſe maxims may live all the days of 
our lives. 


WHEN morn with le ſtreaks the ſkies, 
And refted flocks to paſture riſe, 

I long my abſent love to ſee, 

And ſigh for him, who doats on me. 


A change of movement, the favourite Scotch 


AIX. 


His lovely form and gracious ſmile, 
Firft caught my partial eye, 

And ſoft perſuaſion, free from guile, 
Soon won me to comply, 

Our vows of mutual truth are paſs'd, 
I only live to love, 

And ever ſhall that paſſion laſt 
Which earth and heaven approve. 


UN Chloe as gay as the ſpring, 
But will change like an April day; 

As rich as the ſurnmer---dear thing, 

And will frolic like lambkin's in May. 


She's truly good-natur'd and meek, 
It you-gatch her but when ſhe's in tune, 
P 


| And if for her virtuex you ſeek, 
They are bright as the refis in Jens. 


| The flowers of July can't compare 
To the fragrance hangs on her lip, 
Nor the plenty of Auguſt declare 

| The — that thence one might ſip. 


September's fine fruits are more ſcarce 
Than the fruits of her elegant mind : 
The bright beer of October's a farce, 
To this the moſt bright of her kind. 


| Yet November's dull fogs hang about her, 
And ſhe'll make the poor devil remember, 
Who finds he can not live withour her, 
That her heart is as cold as December. 
WHEN the ſweet roſy morn firſt peep'd 
o'er the ſkies, 
A loud finging lark bid the villager's riſe, 
The cowſlips were lively the primroſes gay, 
And 1 perfumes to welcome the 
ay; 
The ſvains with their ſweet-hearts all rang'd 
on the green 


Did homage to Phoabe and hail'd her the 
queen. 


Amongſt lords and fine ladies we ſhepherds 
are told 

The deareſt affeftions are barter'd for gold, 

Thar difcord in wedlock is often their lot, 


| While Cupid and Hymen ſhake hands in 


a Cot, 


To the church with fair Phœbe ſince Damon 
has been. 


He's 


queen. 


WHILE oe'r the mountain brow peeps the 
voung morn, 

Our pack the devs datking, Ton, ton, ſounds 
the horn; 

Sly Reynard unkennel'd, tho“ cunning he 
lay, 

Bruſhes off to the tally ho !---we bruſh away, 
1on, ton: 


To the chace, to the chace, ye choice 
{pins away, 

Tantivey, tunttvey, tantara, huzza, huz- 
za, huzza- 


While thro! the thick brake all his ſhifts the 
40x trics, 

Or down the wind fulking to cover he flies; 

No hedge nor ditch ſtops us, we circle the 
wouds, 

H:gh over the the ſwinging gate, daſh thro? 
the Rouds, Lon, ton. 

Lo the chace, &c. 


Not a dog is in fault, the ſcent is to ſtrong, 
Up hill and down hatlons, we rally along; 
What iporrſman ſo tame to be ten ted to ftav, 
Or thiak upon fatety and hear, hark! away. 
Ton, ton. 
To the chace, &c. 


The view holiow grren, the widewelkin rings, 

Hark ! hark ' there echo 'tis munc fur kings, 

Mex hoites and heunds, in loud hamory 
HCl 
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A'. as rich a3 x mor arch fhe's as bleſt a: a 


The cborus of nature, ean nature forbear, 
Ton, ton. 


To the chace, &c. 


By exerciſe, hunters diſtempers defy, 
The faculties truſt not but faculties try; 
And while 5 the vapours, pale indolents 
icid, 
We win roly health by the ſports, of the field, 
Ton, ton. 
To the chace, &c. 


THESE flower's like our hearts, are unit- 
ed in one, 

And are bound up to faſt, that they can't be 
undone; 

So well are they blended, fo beautcous ro 
light, 

There —.— from their union a tenfold 
delight : 

Nor poiſon, nor weed here, our paſſion to 
warn, 

But ſweet without bricr, the roſe without 
thorn. 


Tux BACCHAINALIAN TRIUMPH. 
C EH O.Kk-U$ 


3 Ke 


HNr. thou Cynic hoary time, 

| Prithee tell us what's our crime 
Why with frowns in dread array, 
Would'ſt thou cloud ſprings feſtive day : 
$100th thy furrow'd front of ſnow, 


Is net ya for us to go! 


Love 


Love 2 
Hence 


Come 
Let thi 
Then 
Bump! 
Tt tho: 
So I d 
Joys I 
Thy de 


Parent 
Quick 
We h. 
Quite 


Venus 
All th 
Suche 


Who. 


rbear, 


; 
olcnts 


field, 


unit- 
nt be 
dus to 
enfold 
ion to 


1thout 


MPH. 


Love 


Lore and winc give ſoys ſublime, 
Hence thou cy nic 7 time. 


AIR. 


Come old boy ——no more be dull, 
Let thy glaf; be ever full; 
Then I'll pledge thee out of mine, 
Bumper'd with the richeſt wine : 
If thou will not what carc 1, 
So I drink before 1 die, 
Joys like mince mult long witliſtand, 
Thy too rigid frozen hand. 
Hence thou ey nic hoarv time. 


A I R. 


Parent of human woc, 
Quickly from our preſence go, 
We have other guctts to lee, 
Quite unknown to death or ther, 
Venus drawn bv billing dove>, 
All the graces afl the loves ; 
Such extatic blifs in view, 
Who can deign to think of vou. 
"Hence thou Cynic hoary time. 


A1 . 

Oh! the happy decd is done, 
ðce the grey intruder's gone : 
Pleaſure likes the filken rein, 
Till the cripple comes again, 
Ler's be jocund, blyth and gay, 
Now tis nature's hofiday; 
She commands us in our prime, 
Ne'er to think of father time. 

Hence thou cynic hoary time. 
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| 
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it res! oh yes! a proch nation's made. 
Diana ſoon the woods begins 2 obert ; 
Her will and leaſure then mult be obry'd, 
And at her call her nymphs and traia be here. 


From ſleep's downy charms 
Each hunter muſt riſc ; 
The horn's loud al: mins, 
Bids us flumber defpiſe. 
From the caſt the gay morning diſcoters her 
tc, 
And hounds, men, and horſes, now pant for 
the chace. 


Nor gates, floods or mounds, 

ur lpecd can allay; 

I'ark ! the hollow reſounds, 

As we follow our prey. 
Hills and valley's we leave 1na moment behind 
We chown the deep woodland, and out ſtrip the 


wind, F 


Our bold female train, 
No dangers difmar ; 
Fear checks them in vain, 
They thare in the day. 
They lead the gay band, whilſt the deer is 
in view, 
Like lightning he flics, and as faſt they purſue. 
The briſk driving chace 
Enliven's cach vaia; 
Gives bloom to cach face, 
And diſperſes all pain; 
Nay the jov s of the ſield be our {port and our 


play, 


Wake, wake at the call of the hark ! kark1 


4» 


WHEN 


WHEN Flora reſumes her gay reign, 

The meadows to paſtime invite, 
The wood-nymphs all joyful are ſeen 
New verdure cheers ſweetly the fight, 
Quit the duſk and noiſe of the town, 
Leave the play-houſe, the op'ra and ball ; 
May's goddeſs your pleaſures ſhall crown, 
In the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


Be ſongs love and wine your deſire, 

Each fep'rate enjoyment you'll find ; 
Sweet ſongs moll new rapture inſpire, 
And the nymphs ſhall be prudently kind: 
In the catch merry Momus ſhall laugh, 
Blythe Bacchus attends on your call : 
While your Miſtreſs in r you quaff, 
In the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


For life's but a jeſt and a ſpan, 

As the poets and morraliſts fing; 

So enjoy it ye youths while you can, 

Remember old Time's on the wing. 

Then haſte to this paſtoral ſcene, 

Where harmony charms with her call; 

While pleaſure prefides as the queen, 
O'er the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


JOW ftands the glaſs arrdund, 

For ſhame ! you take no care my boys, 
How ſtands the glafs arround; 
Let mirth and wine abound, 
The trumpets ſound ; 

The colours they are flying boys, 
To fight kill or wound. 
May we ftill be found, 

Content with our hard fate my boys; 


—_ 
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On the cold ground. 


Why ſoldiers why, 
Sould we be melancholy boys ? 
Why Soldiers why, 
Whoſe buſineſs tis to die; 
Hang ſighing fie, 
Damn fear drink on be jolly boys, 
»Tis he, you, or 1: 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 
We're always bound to follow boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. 


»Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid ve boys, 
»Tis but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain : 
Should next campaign ? 

Send us to him who made us buys, 
We're free from pain ; 
But if we remain, | 

A bottle and kind landlady, 
Cure all again. 


WHV bluſhes fo early the roſe, 
Diffuſing its ſweets thro” the day, 

Since June is the month that is choſe, 

To finiſh the courtſhip of May? 
Perhaps the young colours I ſee, 

Of ſpring in her morning array, 
Are painted O Flora by thee, 

In honour to Phillis's day. 

Perhaps &c. 


For June to perfection ſhall riſe, 


Surpaſſing the bluſhes of May, 


And 


And 
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And Zephyrs ſhall mount to the ſkies; 
In honour of Phillis's dav. 
Then laſſes let each be a wife, 
Each marry like Phillis in June; 
For age is the winter of lite, 


And night is the pillow of noon. 


BRITIsfI valour now is tow'ring, 
To ns full meridian blaze; 
And its force with vengeance pow'ring, 
While our foes with wonder gaze: 
And fly the wrath in wild amazc. 


Thus the ſun at morn appearing, 
Darts about the ſplendid rav : 
All the face of nature charming, 
Drives the gloomy thades away, 


In promile of a glorious day. 


OVE's the tyrent of the heart, 
Full of milchicf full of woe, 
All his joys are mix'd with finart, 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 
Thorns beneath Sc. 


RKECITATHIVE. 


Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 

By folly not by love betray'd, | 

Ye fair while virtue ſteels your breaft ; 

Fond love, fond love, can ne'er diſtur 
your reſt. | 


Gre. round the word difmount diſmount, 
While echo'd by the ſprightly horn, 
The toils and pleaſures we trecount, 


N 


* 


Of this ſweet health inſpiring morn. 


SC... OK VV... 


'T was glorious ſport none e'er did lag. 
Nor drew amits nor made a ftand ; 

Bur all as firmly kept their pace, 

As had Actæon been the ſtag, 

And we had hunted by command, 
Of the Goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuffed the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot: 
But pleated met heard a layer, a layer, 
And pieſently drew on the lot. 

'T was glorious ſport, &c. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 


The dcep mouthed hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While rig htly horns refound a call. 

"I was glorious ſport, &c. 


And now the ſtag has loſt his place, 
And while war-haunch the hunttman cxics, 
His boſom frrells, tears wet his face, 
He pants he ſtruggles and he dies. 
"I wa> glorivus ſport, &c. 


TWAS within a mile of Edinburgh 
town, 

In the roſy time of the year, 

Sweet laylocks bluom'd and the graſs was 
doven; 

And cach thepherd woo'd his dear. 

Bunny jockey, biyth and gay, 

Nits'd fycet Jenny making hay: 

The lufſy blufſh'd and frowning cricd, nog 
PO, it Will not do, 


I 


1 — wonnot, munnot, buc- 
e to. 
=_ was a wag that never would wed, 
o long he had follow'd the laſs, 

Contented ſhe earn'd and ate her brown 
bread ; 

And merrily turn'd up the graſs. 

Bonny Jockey blyth and free, 

Won her heart right merrily, 

Yet ſtill the bluſh'd} and frowning cried, 

no, no, it will not do; 

I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mun- 

not buckle to. 


But when he vow'd he wou'd make her 
his bride, 

Tho” his flocks and herds were not few, 

She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſide ; 

And v-+'d ſhe'd for ever be true, 

Bonuy Jockey blyth and free, 

Won her heart right merrily : 

At church ſhe no more frowning cricd, no, 
no, it will not do, 

J cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mun- 
not buckle to. 


Ou, let me unreferv'd declare, 
The feelings of my heart: 
My Strephon reigns unxivall'd there, 
No other ſwain has 
Such worth and truth my hcart does move, 
To give the ſhepherd love for love. 


When abſent from my longing fight, 
He is my conſtant theme: 

His ſhadowy form appears by night, 

And ſhapes the morning dream. 
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For ah! his worth my heart does move, 
To give the epherd love for love. 


Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 
Deam not my words be ow. 
For ere my paſſion you arraign, 
You muſt heve lov'd like me. 
And *tis his worth my heart does move, 
To give my ſhepherd love for love. 


New to pant on Thetis breaſt, 
Phoebus bluſhes down the weſt, 
And in laughter ſeems to ſay, 
Mortals end like me the day, 
— ye merry rural throng, 
irth and muſic dance and ſong, 


1 Ever happy ever gay. 


Life is here one holiday, 


| Nature's free-born fubjects train, 


Blooming tenants of the plain, 
Tis for us the Goddeſs ſpreads, 
Verdant meads and flow'ry beds, 
While the varying ſeaſons flow: 
Beauty bids our boſom glow, 
Ever happy ever gay, &c. 

Ev'ry nymph and ev'y youth, 
Melt with fondneſs warm with truth, 
Sunny vale and ſhady grove, 
Echo to the voice of love ; 
And the changeful year ſupplies, 
Pleaſure to the heart and eyes. 

; Ever happy ever gay, &c. 


Far from noiſe and pomp and ſtate, 
Joys and troubles of the great : 


Shelter'd by contentment's wings, 
| Here the bird of rapture fings ; R 
| While 
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| You'll think of him who thinks on thee, 


While gud of ſoft delight, 
Glads the noon and chears the night. 
Ever happy ever gay, &c. 


MY bonny ſailor won my mind, 
My heart is new with him at fea, 
I hope the ſummer's weftern breeze 
Will bring him fafely back to me. 
I wiſh to hear what glorious toiis, 
What dangers he has undergone, 
What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great's the 
ſpoils : 


From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the foe in view ; 
And day and night I've had no reſt 
Left ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew. 

Bring gentle gales, my failor home, 
His ſhip at anchor let me ſee: 
'Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
Too long for one who loves like me. 
His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright : 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, 
And run to meet him when in 

His honeſt heart is what I prize, 

No weather can make that look old 
Tho” alter'd were his face and eyes, 
I'll love my jolly ſailor bold. 


pour pour me out the parting glaſs, 
Again to thee my pretty laſs, 
Ben thou' muſt bid adicy 


| 


L 


And when I am far out at ſea, 
What ſays my bonny Sue. 


Hark ? hark | the boatſwain call's away 

Not now a moment can I ſtay, _ 
But t'other kiſs and then 

Now welcome is the cannon's roar, 

And if I ſhould not fee the more, 
Then think of honeſt Ben. 


If in the Bay of Biſcay O, 
Or in the Gulph of Mexico; 

My fortune I can make, 
No longer from thee will I roam, 
At Goſport then I'll fix my home, 
Thee ro my hammoch take. 


Our jolly tars will try amain, 

To beat the fleets of France and Spain; 
And England's fame encreaſe. 

It rich galloons fall in our way 

The don's ſhall ftrike and fall our prey, 
We'll make them cry for peace. 


Sound wind and limb I take to ſea, ; 

True heart and love I'll bring to thee ; 
We nc'er ſhall part again, 

No Captain's wife ſhall finer go, 

From head to ſtern from top to toe; 


Then think of honeſt Ben. 


No 


more along the daiſy mead, 
I meet my fickle fwain, 


| Whoſe charms and fal hood far exceed 


1 thepherds of the plain. | 
He 
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He fighing follow'd where I rov'd, | 
Till pitty touch'd my heart; 

Then laughing boaſted how I lov'd 

And play'd a traitor's part. 


Ladies ! ladies ! while you fly, 
The men will ſtill purſue ; 
But if you pity when they ſigh, 
Alas ! they'l flv from you. 


They practice and they muſt approve, 
An innocent deceit. 

Att indiff rence when you love, 
Or you'll indiſ'rcace meet. 


WIIn joy and mirth our valleys ring, 
On ev'rv ſpray fweet warblers ſing : 

While echo ſoft repeats the ſtrain, 

Of manv a nymph and ruſtic fwain. 

In all their ſports I bore a part 

When conqu'ring love firſt youch'd my heart. 


No maid fo blyth fo bleſs'd as I, 
Nor knew of Cupid's wiles, 

Till firſt I met young Damon's eve, 
And mark'd his beautcous finiles. 


Ah! then what rapture fill'd my breaſt, 
And ruſh'd through ev'ry vein ! 

What tumult ftrange my foul oppreſs'd, 
Tho' ſirſt a pleating pain. 


Too foon alas! I loſt mv reſt, 
And abfent now | feel: 
Thar love's keen wound within my breaſt, 


GINCE diſcord ſtill rages, we'll plough the 


ſalt main, 
And brave ail the navics of France and of 
Spain : 


play; 
May we chace like bold RopxExV, by night 
as by day. 


EF 
From ſea to fer, from Eaſt to weſt, 
Boys follow France and Spain, 
Nor let them have a moment's reſt, 
Till all is peace again. 
Purſue your ttroke, they fink they fly, 
The bloody flag difplay ; 
"Tis ours to conquer or to die, 
They ftrike my boys huzza. 


As the lion of Britan is rouz'd from his 
trance, 

Take care, dons, of Spain and ye monſieurs 
of France. 

From tac north to the ſouth, let your thun- 
ders be hurl'd, 

And veageance ſhall puniſh the foes of the 
world. 
| From ſca to ſca, &c. 


We'll give the raſh Spanniards, I warrant 
their due, 

They mutt pay all our coſts, with the wealth 
of Peru; 

Ship to ſhip hand to hand, boys let's ſtick 
to their ſtuff, | 

Nor give up the fight till the cry they've 


No time can ever heal. 


enough. From fc2 wa (ea, &c. 
When 


May ſummer its trophies, like winter dif- 


urs 


When the my once ſtruck, ſhall our mercy 
| be 
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When Bourbon ſubmits, and implores us to 


ace 
Then hens and hoſtility quickly may ceaſe, 
And Engliſhmen ſpares when the cnemy's 
down ; | 


own. 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 


Till then bloody war, muſt continue to rage, 

Our ſhips ſpite of darkneſs and ſtorms thall 
engage, 

We can never ſhake hands, or with France 
or with Spain; 

Till Britain's acknowledged the Lord of 
the main. 

From ſca to ſea, &c. 


CANTAT A. RECITATIE VE. 
RENEATH ſome ſpreading beech, I'll lull 


my Cares, 

Sigh on the winds and wet the earth with 
tears: 

No more my pipe ſhall rend the verdant 


plains, 
Nor lofty ills reſound the mirthful ſtrains ; 
Stretch'd on the dewy carth ſecure I'll 
lav, 


| 


| Why did 1 gaze with tender joy, 


And mourn with Thilomela on the ſprav. 
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Upon the lovely maid, 

When rifing ſweets the eye decoy : 
And ſecret invade; 
But ah! what glee would fill my heart, 

If delia once was true. 


What ſcene could e'er ſuch bliſs impart, 
Of graceful air, ſweet as fair; 

Blyth as May, bright as day, 

Blyth as May, bright as day, 


Try the lovely nymph to move 
Cupid gentle ad fl love. s 


MY fair has natures charms alone, 
From ev'ry art ſhe's free; 
Her drefs befpeaks her inmoſt mind, 
"Tis all funplicity. 


Without diſguiſes he loves ſincere, 
Nor will ſhe change from me: 

She's conſtant, innocent, and true, 
And all ſimplicity. 


Nor can I e' er ungrateful prove, 


To one ſo pure as ſhe; | 
For fare no charm can e'er compare. 
Wich fweer ſimplicity. 


ToOASTS 


TOAS TS axp SENTIMENTS. 


NSTANCY in love, and Sincerity in friendſhip. 
May the Evening's diverſion bear the Morning's reflection. 
May all honeſt Souls find a friend in need. 
May the Single be married, and the married happy. 
Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave. 
May our happineſs be fincere and our joys be laſting. | 
The pleaſures of immagination rraliz'd. 
May the wings of extravagancc be clipt by the ſhcars of economy. 
| Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 
| Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a alter. 
All our wants and all our wiſhes. 
May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, when engaged under the banner of juiſtce. 
May our conſcience be ſound tho' our fortune be rotten. 
Sugceſfs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. 
| Youth without folly, and age without pain. 
The rapturous bliſs of an extatic kits. 
Health peace and plenty. 
May our pathons be ſlaves to us, and not we to our paſſions. 
May love and reaſon be friends, and beauty and prudence mairy. 
May the miſer grow poor and the benevolent rich. 
{ Merit to win a heart, and fenſc to keep it. 
| May trade increaſe and faction ceaſc. | 
May thg King know rightly his prorogative, and the ſubject his privilege, 
Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt and a guinea. 


Here's 
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Here's to the man that dares be honeſt in the worſt of times. 

Long may we live, happy may we be, bleſt with content, and from misfortune free. 

May Wilkes turn out a ſcoundrel. 

May we never meet an old friend, with a new face. 

Diſintereſted friendſhip, and artleſs love. 

The heart that feels, and the hand that gives. 

The roſe of pleaſure, without the thorn. 

Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth without noife. 

Religion without pricſtcraft, and politics without partv. 

May we never condemn that in others, which we would pardon in ourſelves, 

May we never ſeck more liberty then conſtitutes our happineis, nor more freedom than 
tends to public good. | 

May the deformity of other men's vices, teach us to abhor our own. 

America in our arms, France and Spain with the Dutch at our fect. 

May we never condemn by hear-fay, nor applaud by faſhion. 

May we be more ready to correct our own faults, than to publiſh the faults of ethers. 

May the bloſſoms of friendſhip never be blighted. 

May reaſon guide the helm, when paſſion blows the gale. 

May we always have a friend and ever know his value. 

May hemp bind him, whom honour can't. 

May he that made the d- take us all. 

May we never want a friend and a bottle to give him. 

A head to carn, and a heart to ſpend. 

The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 

Proviſion to the unprovided. 

May we have in our arms, kat we love in gur hearts. 

Love for love. 

Gaiety and innocence. 

Health, joy, and mutual love. 

Friendſhip without intreſt, and love without deceit. 

Delicate plcaſures, to ſuſceptible minds. 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and zgood-humour. 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

The union of two fond hearts. \ 

All we wiſh and all we want. 

Love and opportunity. 

May temptation never conquor vistue- 
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May genius and merit never want a friend. 

Senſe to win a heart, and Merit to keep it. 

Frugality without meanneſs. P 

May we be rich in friends, rather then money. 

May we be loved by thoſe, whom we love. 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friends to nothing but merit. 

May we as chriſtians, be zealous without uncharitablencfs ; as ſubjects loyal without ſer · 
vility ; and as citizens free without faction. | 

May our ability for doing good be equalled by our inclination. 

May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. | 

May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen by birth, deſerve it by their lives. 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. | 

May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his right, or a credulous girl out of her virtue, 

More friends and leſs need of them. 

May love draw the — and friendſhip the cork. 
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Behold from many a hoſtile ſhore 

By my fighs you may diſcover 

By moſſy bregk and flow'ry plain 

Behold this fair goblet &c. 

By the fide of the ſweet river Tay 

Beneath the old buſhes that form | 

Beftow your attention on this little ſong 13x 

_ 4 dew ye winds be calm &c. 132 
As jamie yth jockey young and gay 138 
At if Blow high, = low, let/the tempeſts &c. 148 
As t By dimple'd brook and fountain brim 146 
All you Britiſh valour now is tow'ri i6z 
Attend Beneath ſome ſpreading beech &c. 168 
And did Ceaſe gay ſeducers pride to take z 
As down Come Roſalind oh! come and fee 3 
As Hebe » Caſt my love thine eyes around 19 
As. thro' Come, come my good ſhepherds &c.' 20 
Az 1 w Cupid god of ſoft perſuaſion 23 
A jelly be Come rouze brother ſportſmen &c. 28 
As 1 faw fai Come Chloe and give me ſweet kiſſes 39 
All on tbe Come Roger and Nell &c. 40 

M r'other Come come my dear girl &c. 48 

As Strephon Come live with me and be my love 6n 
A Poet there X | Contented all day I will fit &c. 6g 
Ah! what can defend a poor maiden &. 107 | Come haſte to the wedding 75 
All you who fer fail &c. 107 | Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 27 
Adieu thou dreary pile &c. 108 | Come thou roſy dimpled boy 93 
As now my bloom come's on apace 113 | Come flaves of war 109 
A widow bewitch'd with her paſſion 133 | Come fancy thou who canſt regain 12 
As down the cowſlip dale I ftray'd 141 Come now all ye ſocial powers 2113 
All neighbours I pray to my ditty Sac. 142 | Ceaſe rude boreas 114 
A band of cupids t' other day . 247 | Come all ye ſhepherds of the plain 125 
Baimy ſweemeſs ever flowing 1 * Come jelly Bacchus god of wine a 33 
| u 
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Club your fireiact.; my lads &c. 1:5 
Come dear Paſtora comme aπ | 155 
Defend my heart ye virgin po. 1 
Deſpairing befide a clear Aream n 
Deareſ Kitty, kind and fair 32 
Dear Molly I love you &e. . £9 
Dear ſmiling Kitry* s ro my mind 1 95 
Ev'ry morta — ſome favourite 5 eafure 87 


Forgive ye fair nor take it wrong 
Fair Hebe I left with a cautſous deten 27 


For various purpoſe ſerves the fan 33 
Farewelt ye green fields & K 82 
From flow'r to flow'r 8 88 
Fair is the fan the ermie-white 67 
Full of dreams of bright beauties 92 
Fine ladies may tel! us 107 
Friendſhip is the bond of reafon 136 
Fly fwifely ye minutes 146 
Go makes bird that glads the ſkies 7 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my heart 46 
Genteel is my Damon $9 
Go ſeek ſome Nymph of humbler lot 64 
Guardian Angels now protect me * 
Give Iſaac the nymph 108 
Go high, go low, in every ſtate 109 
Gay flatt'ring hope the fancy warms 138 
neighlwurs attend to my ditty 144 
Give round the word diſmount 161 
py the man whote'wiſh and care 2 
How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 4 
Hark, hark the joy inſpiring horn - 
How gentle. was my Damon's ay 12 
How hard m fate ; 20 
thou nuwrfe of vouag deſires © 47 
blythe was [ carh morn to fee 47 
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Hark the horn calls away 64 
Hurk, hark-o'er the plains ** / 7 fe 
Haſte, haſte Amelia gentle fair 68 
How dap were my a til nos 89 
Her ſheep had in eluſters +. of 
Had 1 a 2 for fal ſhood fram'd 272 
How harmlefs and freer age che joys © 7 
— haſte Phillis haſte * 

pleaſ'd with my mttive bower 54 
— oe Louiſa Naft thou ſaid 1 
How chearful along the x mead re 
Herc's to the I nfteen 10 
How hat d our hapfef®lorwppears © 1 
Happy the nymph Who! ne er can naw" irs 
Haſte, haſte away MO dear "ng 
Hark the trumpet fufas to arms" " 46S 
How imperfect is Expreflion — 
| Heav'nly muſic/ſo ] Hm Rx "I. 
How pleafing glides'ctmbrh of youth ix56 
Hence thou cynic hoary time n 
How ſtands the glaſs run — iy 
I feek my ſhepherd e aftray —— 95 
IF lover a — n eee 
In a plain pleaſant eortage  * 19 
In purſuit of ſome lambs: from my gocks 30 
If oer che cruel tyrant love 32 
I am a young maid -- | 34 
I told my nymph I told der true Lung 
In infancy our hopes and fears -- + 
* is I believe if 4: 
In ſove ſhould there meet a fond phe $6 
I made hee to Kate 89 
It ever a fond inclination 65 
1 do as Iwill with my fwain | 1 
In a ſweet healthy air on a farm, — 


met young Damon t'other da $1 
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vn paſs no dull inglortous life - 9 More bright the un an to dawn 48 


Ike the man whoſe ſoariiſg W 
Ia a ſycamore ſhade as I ſat Voter day 
I the pratling hours of ]]] 


F&ourted a laſs that liv'd- over the lee 


11 
In- vain t6 keep my heart you ſieive 177 
I- Fock'd up al my treuſure 1 
In the ohn as 1 walk d ros che mead 122 
- —— vou have 176 
— dear ſhephetds 142 
2 0 al amuſements of life &c. 147 
F. y — too proud for a word Kc. 143 
If. thoſe who live in ſhepherds bower 132 
If *tis/Joy"ro wound a lover 135 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 4 
Zove | alan the alarm |; 19 
Eove's a gent! 6 paſſion 13 
Eovely nymph wage my my anguiſh 29 
Eet not rage thy boſorf firing _— 
Let nie wander not unſeen 41 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe 11 
Let ladies gav for pleafüre r64m * F-1 
Let grave divines preabtp up düll rules 124 | 
ESve's a bubble courring-=touble he 
Eittle fairy ſuccour fend 139 | 
Cet fuſty o grey bear ct apithy boaſt 139 
Love in her eyes fits playing. 677 —_— 
Let care be a | 
F.ove's the tyrant of the "heart | > 6 
My days have heen ſo won'drons free 2 
My cautions mother t'other day 16 
My banks are all furniſh“d with bee's 21 
115 temples with cluſters 30 
My former time how briſk" and gay 32 


My Dolly was the faireſt thing 


too 


10 
ro 5 


My tod ſhepherds of =} were ſo bleſs'd 46. 
My“ Jockey is the blitheſt lad 8; 
| My hearts my aun my will 1s free 


J —5 Jenny and I have toil'd 


My rime O ye muſes was happily ſpent 2 
i. ſhepherd is gone far away &c. * ye 3 
My Nancy quits the rural train 1 15 


My eves may ſpeak pleaſure 84 
= name's Ted Blaney _ 
bonny ſailor's won my mind 15 
My fair has nature“ charms alone 165 
Not on beds of fading flow'rs . 


Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds 8 
Now the happy knot is ty'd | 


Near a thick grove whoſe deep &c. 2 
No longer let whimfical ſongfters FOR s | 
'No nymph that trips the . . 64 
Nymphs and gt coordi come away ' '' 65 
Now ſummer a 99, 
Now Phocbus fork in in the welt 2 


1 
| No more my rn be Fe, Nee —.— i} 


Now to pant on Theris br 
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No more along the'tfai 8 en "bz 
O greedy Midas I've been toleg 7 
Once the Gods of the Greeks *** Jr 
Oh! how ſhall Tim language weak _ 47 
6 | Oh? had I been by fate decreed - 80 
Sandy why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly” t 
O' er moorlands and mountains 67 
O che days when I was young 77 
Oh! Damon believe nor your Jenny's 82 


On every hill in ev“ 7 grove 
Ober defert plains and ruſhy meers 
O Nancy wil thou go with me 


— 
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O ſpread thy rich mantle ſweet May to 
O how have I figh'd for the coming 105 
On pleaſure's ſmooth wings 145 
peace the faireſt child of heav'n 185 
Oh yes ! oh yes, 6 proclamation's made 15 
O let me unreſerr'd declare x 


Palcmon ſeatcd by his fav'rite maid 79 


Phoebus mcaner s diſdaining 152 
Pour me out the parting glaſs 163 Tho 
Reſolv'd as her poet of Celia to ſing 19 | Too 
Sick of the town fair Delia flew $ | The 
dave women and wine there is nothing 22 | The 
Says Plato why ſhould man be vain 24 | This 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 34 | T'othe 
Jure a laſs in her bloom 44 | The 
Phillis well met 69 | The The 
that makes the vernal year 98 | The The 
the fife beat the drum 87 | Ti The 
Shall I waſting in deſpair The The 
| 'T Tw: 
The The 
The The 
tog | The The 
ave thought 124 | The The 
er ſung 225 | The thoughts &c. 43 Tho' 
light in dreſs 128 | The 


e Roger thus flighteth the heart _ x31 
Jrand to your guns my hearts of oak 132 
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Iweet are the banks when ſpring perfumes 133 Twas at the — hour 32 Tho” 
Jince now our Seafon's come again 143 | That May-day' of life is ure 33 Tell 
See phadus begins to enliven the eaſt 14% Tw. at the gate of Calais 34 Thee 
Silent aymph with curious eye 150 f The ſhepherds plain life 62 Th 
See yon humble ruſtick fans 232 The ſun ip virgin luſtre ſhone 62 | To h 
dince diſcord ſtill rages 3 164 The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 67 The 
The Virgin when foften' d by May 1 Tothee © — ſleep alone 71 The f 
Tell me laſſes have ye ſeen 3 To heal the ſmart a bee had made 7 Tae 
The foldicr tir'd of wars alarms 5 Tho' man has boaſted 73 


EC 


e. 
To make the moſt of fleeting time 74 
The ſmiling morn the blooming ſpring 83 
Too long the rhimeſters of the age 85 


Turn gentle hermit of the dale 29 
True bliſs in retirement can only be found 94 
The pendent foreſt ſeern'd to nod 95 
The fun juſt glancing thro” the trees 190 
The mind of a woman &c. 110 
Then farewell my my trim- built wherry 113 
Though prudence may preſs me 114 
The Gods and the Goddeſſes 117 
The ſmiling dawn of happy days 119 
The youth who from woman has ſuffer'd 119 
The ladies of rank are fo friſky and fine 120 
The duſky night rides down the ſky 


121 
The buſy crew the ſails unbending 122 
The ſun now peeps on yonder hill 125 
The Boſom of earth 128 


"Twas on the morn of ſweet May day 
The fife and the drum ſound merrily ab ! 
The lilly and the bluſhing roſe 


130 
133 


13 

The ſ ain that I'd chuſe gentle cupid 11 
The ſummer was over my flocks &. 137 
Tho' from place to place I'm ranging 138 
Thou ſoft flowing Avon 140 
Tell me am I laugh'd to ſcorn 141 
Tell me when inconſtant rover 142 
Tho” by Colin now I am forſaken 144 
Tell me no more of pointed darts 146 
Three lads contended for my heart 148 
Thy fatal ſhafts unerring move 149 
To hear the jar of noiſy war 153 


The weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er 
The fields were green, the hills were gay 
Ide moment Aura 


154 


130 


When Snow deſcends and robes &c. 
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'Tis the birth-day of Phillis 

The wretch condemn'd with life to pare 
This bottle's the ſun of our table 

Theſe flow'rs like our hearts 

'Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town 
Vain is beauty's gaudy flow'r 

Vain 1s ev'ry fond endeavour 

Vainly now ye ſtrive to charm me 
With joy and mirth our valley rings 
When flora reſumes her gay reign 
When vapours o'er the meadows die 3 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter 


5 
6 
When I was a young one .2M 
With the man that I love was I deftin'd 12 


Were I as r as wretch can be 13 
When bluſhes dy'd the check of morn 14 
Well met deareſt Phoebe 15 
When late a fimple ruſtic laſs 13 
What ſadneſs reigns over the plain 27 
Wine wine is alone the briſk fountain 24 
When Phœbus the tops of the hills 

With Delia ever could I firay 33 


With women and wine [ defy ev'ry care 25 
What beauteous ſcenes enchant: my fight 26 


Why bluthes ſo early the roſe 169 
| When Fanny to woman &c. | 42 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air 43 
Water parted from the fea 45 
When tutor'd under mama's care 45 
What means that tender ſigh my dear 4b 


When you met a tender creature 
With bern and with hounds 51 
When late Iwwvander'd o'er the plain 36 


ho 


Who'll buy: a. heart Myrtilla cries 6r 
4 * Whilſt 


26 
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What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 63 


When TI awake with painful brow 
Wh tuneful oe" ad merry glee 
Whilſt a captive to your charms 
Was Nancy but a rural maid 
Waft O cupid to Leander 
ere new-mown hay on winding Tay 
Vhen Jove was reſolv'd to create 
While the lads of the village 
While the bee flies from bloſſom &c. 
When Jemmy firſt began to. love 
Where the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r 
When fairies dance 
When firſt I ſaw the grafeful maid 
When larks forſake the flow'ry plain 
When firſt you woo'd me 'to comply 
With early — ſalute the morn 


What a pother is made 


What tho”. his guilt &c. 


What chearful ſounds ſalute our ears 


When wars alarms 
; Where the bee ſucks there lurk I 
When bickrings hot : | 
While happy in my native land 
When glorious Eliza 
What's a a poor fimple' clown 
en the trees are all bare | 
When the Þright froſty mornings 
en I were young tho' now I am old 
» When a render maid hats AUS 
When Flavia I courted. * 


Where's my ſwain fo blythe and clever 67 


#70 . 


| Pax. 
When Strephon the rover - 134 
What women could do 144 
70 With tuneful pipe and merry plec 146 
75 | When ſummer comes the ſwains &c. 149 
75 | When Venus the goddeſs of* beauty &c. 150 
*t | What ſtate of life can be ſo bleſt 15 
$82 | While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 1:4 
86'{ When morn with purple ſtreaks &c. 187 
56 | When the ſweet roſy morn 187 
87 | While o'er the mountain brow peep 138. 
54 | Ye nvmphs and ye ſhepherds 3 
$81 Young Colin to our cottage came 9 
97 Young. I am and fore afraid 12. 
97 | Young Molly who lives at the foot &c. 15 
99 | Youny Phillis ong morning a mavying &c. 15 
99 | You lay at your feet that I wept 25 
99 | Ye chearful virgins have ye ſeen 36 
cg | Ye fair who ſhine thro” Britain's iſle 44 
104 Young Strephon a ſhepherd the pride &c. 45 
126} Ye woods and ve mountains unknown «<1 
112 Young Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain 5 7 
1129 Ve fair poſſc{s'd of everv charm „ 
114 e verdant woods ye chryſtal ſtreams 62 
119 | Young Colin protefts I'm his joy 68 
119 | Ye ſportſmen draw near 72 
123 J Je beaux and ye bells &c. 96 
124 Young Jockey ſought my heart to win 102 
126 | Young Colin having much to fay 120 
127] Ye ſprightly nymphs and, jovial ſwarms 122 
125] Yet awhile ſweet ſleep deceive me 128 
129 | Ye witlings of a witlely age | 133 
132 Young Chloe az gay as the fpring 157 


